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PREFACE. 



Critic, spare this form ! touch not a single leaf^ 
except in thoughtful tenderness. By a singular 
freak of nature it has simply grown, a promiscuous 
twig, without pretension, from an obscurely shaded 
and unpruned branch of the world-spread and 
wondrously variegated knowledge tree. A fragile 
subject, rough in texture; of crooked and curious 
outline, filling a tiny vacant spot, with no earthly 
claim but that of life. Pause here, please, and rest 
your cutting blade; protect the puny substance; 
for through its very littleness it may, by contrast, 
do you good ; and surely it cannot harm other than 

The Author. 





CHAPTER I. 

HO was it, Cora ? " 

" Only a woman with a book," responded 
the waiting-girl to her mistress' interroga- 
tion regarding a summons to the front door. 
" Well, I declare ! I cannot, for the life of me, see 
how any woman that has the least sort of respect 
for herself can engage in such an occupation. Why 
the very idea is enough to repel a pure-minded per- 
son, let alone actually working in the capacity." 

These words were addressed by a lady of a finely 
appointed home to a party of women who were 
partaking of her sumptuous and well-prepared com- 
pany dinner. 

"That is just what I think," said one of her 
guests, by way of reply. " I never could see any 
use in a woman tramping around through the 
streets, anjong men of all classes, going into their 
offices and places of business, to sell books or seek 
any sort of subscription; and any woman having a 
particle of good, moral breeding would never resort 
to such a conspicuous mode of gaining a livelihood. 
I never saw one that did have the least appearance 
of respectable bringing up doing it, and I can assure 
you, ladies, they get no encouragement or patronage 
from me." 

" Why it is just simply horrid! perfectly disgust- 
ing I" said another one of the company, "and I 
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have often wondered why it is that they will appear 
so degrading. Truly they cannot look upon them- 
selves in any other light than that of vile outcasts, 
which they really are, and of the most brazen-faced 
kind ; and they should not be tolerated by people 
respecting common decency. I, for my part, give a 
cutting rebuif to every woman that comes to my 
door on such a pretense of business." 

Feeling very much relieved, after that able deliv- 
ery of speech, she resumed her repast with renewed 
pleasure, while her next-sitting neighbor seized upon 
the subject with a great showing of masterly skill; 
and her elocutionary powers were very impressive 
as she emphatically continued the discoursing thread 
that had just been exchanged for refreshments by 
her near companion. 

" There is no respectable woman, in the first place, 
that sells books!" exclaimed the new delineator of 
human exactness; "and if there ever was one who 
did have a glimmering of purity before assuming 
the occupation, she could not retain the quality long: 
throughUe corrupt massesshe isnecesdiltedlimi^ 
gle with. I declare I blush when I think of the low 
ways of life that some of my own sex travel in. I tell 
you what, ladies, I always let them know just what 
I think of them, and if everybody treated them 
as I do there would not be so many lost women 
tramping around in the world ! Do n*t you think 
so, Mrs. ? " 

The closing words of her mstructive declamation 
were uttered with a satisfied air of self-righteous- 
ness that would have done justice to a newly-fledged 
clergyman, and as I sat directly opposite the know- 
ing speaker, she directed her query with an incline of 
her head to me for a response, and which I gave 
but faintly : 

"I doubt not, madam;" "nor so many lost and 
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world-tramping women gathered home and saved by 
such treatment as yours!" I contemptuously contin- 
ued in my mind. But I was better versed in the 
matter they were proclaiming than those ladies were 
aware of, and although my knowledge had been so 
bitterly acquired that my whole future existence 
would be shadowed with suspicion, I contained a 
pleasurable feeling of a superior understanding in the 
general way of life than the finely-housed ladies I 
was gazing upon, who were so actively wholesaling 
ideas from their cramped brain-stores of ignorance 
which I could congratulate them in possessing. 

Detecting an air of sarcasm through my precari- 
ous tone, the late interrogating oratress looked at me, 
I fancied, suspectingly, and addressed me again, with 
another question that started one lady of the com- 
pany into relating orally an experience of her own, 
for the benefit of those dining speakers, and me into 
the idea of collecting and writing a memorial mass 
of my own doings and placing in book-form before 
those innocent ladies who had entertained me — I who 
was irrevocably depraved — so graciously and sur- 
prisingly at their very respectable dinner. 

" Did you ever see a lady or refined woman can- 
vassing ^ or selling books by street- walking ? " she 
exultantly asked as she searchingly bent her gaze 
upon me ; and I felt that I was either there a guest 
at the wrong feast or that the feast was there with 
a wrong guest, as I attempted a reply by saying: 

" Considering the usual bestowal, and general 
recipients of the title lady, I never did see one sell- 
ing books, or anything on the street or anywhere 
else; for ladies are more confined, in their canvass- 
ing engagements, to their own personal feelings of 
comfort; but from the expert trade they so exten- 
sively carry on in the line of self -ease, I think that 
if necessity compelled them to work for their own 
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support, they could canvaas books or any other mon- 
ey-making article as easily, and much more success- 
fully than a common woman, and as to retaining her 
modesty, she could do that also,, if she wanted to, 
when respectably and completely clothed, mingling 
with men on the street and in offices during the 
busy hours of day, just as well as by being encir- 
cled in their arms when arrayed in a partial state of 
nudity, whirling and promenading in the alluring 
night scenes and seductive maze of the full-dress 
parties." 

" Ladies, pardon me, I have beena curious listener 
to your expressive remarks, descriptive of that so- 
called vulgar class, the bookselling women, and 
before assuming any longer the dignified posi- 
tion in whi<5h our hostess here has placed me by 
seating me as the honorable head of her choice com- 
pany and spread, I crave the privilege of your 
hearmg." 

Thus spake an aged lady of unusual grace and 
beauty, possessing that real crown of spotless glory, 
suggestive only of a long life battled for and "mioUy 
won — those snow-white locks of silken hair, curling 
in softest waves and rings, carelessly caught and 
banded over a noble brow of queenly form,, crown- 
ing a face of baby hue, smoothly and clearly perfect, 
with chUdish cheeks and chin dimpled in chastity, 
and freed from wrinkled care by a laughing mouth 
and twinkling eyes of varied grey, sparkling truth- 
fully through neatly gold-bound glasses that bridged 
her fair Grecian nose. Majestic woman! an angel 
ne'er could be more sweet, I thought than that god- 
like mother, enriched in purity by worldly knowl- 
edge gleaned from walks adown the checkered ways 
through years and years of faded time. 

She was a beautiful woman; an expressive form 
divine, perfected for its heavenly home by a long 
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life-struggle with scorching tongues of human kind, 
those heated wrangles that burn even the heart of 
virtue, making it shrink distrustfully from its own 
kindred flesh and Ggd — the very cause that gave it 
birth ! Those dreaded vampires, more poisonous and 
torturing in their fiendish wounds than viper fangs, 
for the crawling reptile's sting only kills, while a 
simple touch of that scathing, glib tongue, the human 
mouth goad, deals a living cut, most maddening from 
its everlasting power, festering compulsatory along 
through life, by the destroying scalpel of a villain 
member that betrays its own body. 

" I am an old woman, ladies," ^e continued, "suf- 
ficiently ripe in years for the reaper Death to cut me 
down at any time. I have feasted abroad at Euro- 
pean courts, at boards of kingly donors, and have 
been toasted oft in palatial homes, and dined at 
State collations of our own liberty-loving people on 
America's freeing strand ; but I have participated in 
a repast to-day, that were I doomed to spend a com- 
ing century of this world's round of life, I should 
always connect this, with one other, as the most 
striking and distinct, and hold them separate from 
all the dining scenes of which I ever formed a part. 
Before explaining the cause for a tenacious hold 
of memory to the two particular occasions — that 
friendly group of long ago and this of ours to-day — 
I must say to you that I had no thought of impos- 
ing an unpleasing sensation upon you, good ladies, 
when I accepted this proffered station ; for through 
the vivid pointedness of your discourses here, I have 
been awaked to a proper sense of duty and position, 
by the pricking powers of conscience, which never 
fails in self -discernment when home-like views are 
thrust before it. 

"In justice to myself and many, many others, I 
want to show you as nearly as I can by a painting 
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of words, the aged picture of which I speak, and in 
order to do so, I must take you back through years 
agone, and present to you a sainted woman, who, by 
her open soul flowing with kindly thoughts for all, 
invited an out-door wanderer to 'come in' to her own 
mansion home, and share with her and a few gath- 
ered friends a savored meal and rare viands, of 
which they were then partaking. Aside from the 
slight interruption of seating the new-comer at their 
extended, roomy table, and serving her to edibles, 
dining and conversation like our meal of to-day was 
continued unbroken with hearty iudulgment; but 
differing from this, you will perceive, in its charac- 
ter, representations and general expression, as the 
reflections made were of a pure nature, applying 
agreeably to all, and your would-be 'outcast' fared 
alike sumptuously and refreshingly, feeling a restful 
ease that ne'er could be forgotten. 

*' Tastefully but plainly dressed was she, that 
woman young and fair, who had by chance or Prov- 
idential guidance been strangely led from tiresome 
streets and walks of poverty to that beautiful home, 
to be richly fed and clothed, and adopted as a 
daughter of its angelic mistress, who, through her 
own pure light, could see no weakness but that from 
want in the weary form that came to her door as 
the woman at yours, to-day, with a book for which 
she was an agent. It was through the godly advice 
of her own Christian minister she had accepted 
the calling, distasteful to her as to you, ladies, for 
the healthful qualities of its out-door action, of which 
she was badly in need from a long prostration of 
bodily illness, and unobtainable by herself through 
other employment, and she indeed must work in 
some renumerative capacity, as all her means of sup- 
port had been exhausted. 

" Ladies, could that plainly-garbed form of strug- 
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gling poverty attract with greater force the long- 
ing eye of sensuality than the perfumed figure of 
Fashion's cultivation, whose daUy practice is but 
studying arts to please, in the mission of allure- 
ment? 

''Can those repellant and wearied women of 
adversity, through seeking purchasers for books, call- 
ing upon men in offices, become more impure than 
you, ladies, with your studied winsome ways going 
into the same places, as you frequently do, through 
other calls of business, curiosity or pleasure ? 

** Do your richly clad feet, when joyously tripping 
on their easy rounds of amusement, step through 
less filth than the plainer booted, laboring forms, 
plodding in toilsome duty through the same broad 
thorou^f are ? 

"Does the glorious sun, when free from inter- 
rupted glare, appear less bright by being o'ercast 
with the murky storm-clouds of lowering gloom ? 

" Necessity, ladies, may be the mother of inven- 
tion, but it is not the only parent that bears that 
soul of corruption, the licentiousness of man; for 
seedlings of shame do often spring from silken 
laps of luxury. 

" I have listened with pain to your expressions, 
ladies, and can overlook them only in a manner of 
purest sympathy, knowing that your same feelings 
are so generally prevalent among the favored class 
of women who, as they toil not, nor spin, for any 
living sustenance, reap no knowledge of the real 
ways of life, nor pause to care nor think of cause, 
but simply grasp effect, gazing upon human beings 
as merely things of animate worth, like diamonds 
when blazing forth their charms in a valued, delicate 
setting. 

" Treasured and coveted gems are diamonds rare, 
which, if they could but 1»,lk, histories would tell 
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while gathering and casting so flashingly the varied 
rays from every outward object, portraying in clear- 
ness all portentous shades with pleasing hues. 
Startling orbs of real wealth ! what tales of inward 
life, in perfect telling, would gleam from truthful 
faces could their brilliant forms be set in human 
type ! But since their nature is so dumb, we glean 
no knowledge of the wearer of those precious drops 
of affluence, which, like human beings, are deceptive 
and detective ; for by their own resplendent show- 
ing, imperfect gleamings oft are caught ! 

" Ladies, you see these gems of mine ? See, too, 
these hands that bear them. Olden hands, * taper- 
ingly fine and well kept.' You say: 

* Ah yes, and may they be, 
Ringed in jewels from toil so free.' 

But could these glittering forms here speak from out 
their sparkling radiance, they would take you back, 
as I have done, to a time of long ago, when these 
hands were young and wandering not in the flower- 
ing patiis of life, as by every finger move, with their 
scintillating presence, they suggest no other thought 
to you than that of wealth and aristocratic bearing. 
Seductive gems are mine, ladies, of royal power, for 
through their glowing art they have thrown a halo 
of grace upon your very ideal of * brazen-face,' and 
crowned your lowest subject with the courtly title, 
'Lady/ They have performed their calling won- 
droudy well ; but must leave you now, and break 
the spell that has charmed a friendly circle. I. will 
take them back to my own sweet home, the one 
willed dwelling of my dearest joys, that came to me — 
a homeless waif — with these precious stones, by the 
last wish of that sainted woman who led me, a 
stranger, poor and wan, with her own hands through 
her spacious hall-way to that ever-living dining 
scene, my mate of this, to-day. 
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'*A curious guest I have been ladies, in that pic- 
ture and in this. Youthful then, in poverty acting; 
retiring now, with wealth and aged, and the same 
canvasser of books. But I must no longer tarry, 
for the darkened form of earth in turning around 
has hidden from our view the sunny orb of day and 
brought us into the gloaming. A sudden change to 
me as I awaken from my story, through the length 
of which I have noted not the time so strangely 
passing. When I am gone from out your peaceful 
fold, ladies, I trust that you will give an occasional 
thought of remembrance to the aged wolf that has 
arisen so startlingly in your midst to-day, but with 
no intent of harm or idea of contamination, in good 
wishes only, a^ now while leaving you, prays you 
all farewell." 

Truth is strange, and fiction could be no stranger 
than that sudden transformation and casting of 
social human beings into the purest forms of wolves 
with sheep. And I left the flock as another wolf 
but not in the regal manner of my aged leader, who 
had soothed the cries of that asfitated sheep slather- 
mg. which she had joined like myself, by tLb own 
persistent bleating, and where she had, through their 
continued bleats, been unexpectedly led to an ex- 
position of her own real ch?iracter, by giving in a 
verbal outline and synopsis, her Hfe as a book can- 
vasser; also her most fortunate and anxious deliver- 
ance from the oocupation, which she had considered 
and accepted as less demoralizing in its effects upon 
an aspiring and sensitive mind through its indepen- 
dent nature, than a common servant's position that 
she would have been obliged to fill in her very de- 
pendent condition. 

But the ways and workings of life abound with 
wondrous developments of mind and state, curiously 
surprising each individual actor by some inter- 
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mingling circumstantial form, passingly strange to 
behold and contemplate. And our dining spirits at 
that refreshment table received a singular proof that 
to understand thoroughly the knowledge of life we 
must beffin our search at the root, for the main body 
may be judged wrongly by the shnple wandering 
of mysterious branches, the very shadows of which 
give food for curious reflection, digesting into start- 
Ung announcements, purifying hearts of lechery 
and vilifying souls of sanctity. 

Comparisons may be odious, but they are a de- 
sirable convenience in accurate description, and as I 
withdrew my presence from those fair representa- 
tives of this world^s womanhood, to go out into the 
darkening twilight and follow in the footsteps of the 
aged friend who was trodding on her homeward 
way, T felt that if she were not indeed a genuine 
wolf, she had been wonderfully like one when seated 
before the quivering creatures she was then depart- 
ing from. And I was another of a deeper dye and 
plainer diction, as this detailed account of my own 
agency life will proclaim without fraud or fiction, 
of how I obtained a living, the fortune I received, 
and the diamonds that I — ^but I must begin my 
story. 



CHAPTER 11. 

LEFT Oakland February 6, 1877, for the 
purpose of canvassing the country towns 
with a small machine used for making knife- 
pleating. Being entirely alone, with but lit- 
tle experience as a traveler, I had many doubts and, 
misgivings regarding my »udden breaking away from 
home, or the only place I could call home, having 
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none of my own. I had been living in Oakland 
for three or more years, a miserable dependent. I 
was not content with my position, despising myself 
for depending upon friends for every cent of money 
I wanted to spend. Yet with all my strength, am- 
bition and energy, I had many severe struggles 
and hard battles within myself to get my courage 
up to the sticking point necessary to enable me to 
make the start toward furnishing my own bread, 
money and clothes, through a position that could 
warrant nothing at all' but uncertainty. 

Getting the better of my weak feelings at last, in 
a fit of desperation I packed a change of wearing 
apparel, with seven of the very popular and much 
sought for at that time, knife-pleaters, into a small 
trunk, covered myself with a water-proof and um- 
];)rella, bade adieu to remaining friends and the city 
of Oaks and started. Having no particular destina- 
tion in view, I concluded to go just as far away from 
the old haunts as my little insignificant supply of silver 
would carry me. Upon looking over my money at the 
depot and learning the prices of tickets to different 
places, I found that I could go as far as Oroville, 
the county seat of Butte County, and have two dol- 
lars left. Considering the advice given to everybody 
by everybody " looking for a job," that is, go to the 
mining towns for money, I resolved to go to Oro- 
ville, knowing it to be one of the places in California 
where they look for gold. After purchasing my 
ticket and putting my trust, not on high, but rather 
on the machines 1 had with me to sell, I seated my- 
self in the overland train, with fine ideas of inde- 
pendence. 

Mentally dwelling upon my circumstances finan- 
cially, I was not a happy traveler, and felt not only 
burdensome to myself but to every one connected 
with me, and I wondered how the cars could speed 
2 
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along so rapidly with such a dead weight upon them 
as I seemed to be. I had secured a seat as isolated 
as I could find in the car, away from other occu- 
pants, except one aged being whom I judged peace- 
able. Sitting thus lonely and dejected, feeling glad, 
too, that I was alone, as I wanted no interference 
with my reflectiveness while busily doing an exten- 
sive system of reformation with my powerful ideas, 
I was startled by a voice in close proximity to my 
heretofore deadened ears to all outward show of 
hearing. It was the old man, who, though 

** His trembling hand had lost the ease — 
That marks security to please, " 

Like the " Last Minstrel " of Scott, he did not seem 
to realize the loss himself. 

" You are looking lonesome like, Miss," were the 
words that came through the child-like voice of ^ 
that decrepit man, who was trying to make himself* 
alive and interesting in a seat nearest and facing 
me. Looking at his emaciated form, I could see no 
use in that one foot being left out of the grave and 
placed so conspicuously before my afflicted eyes, to 
add more misery to my suffering lot, just at a time, 
too, when I wanted to cry it all away by myself. 
Respecting age, however, I replied to the half -living 
figure of second childhood, but not p er gently, by 
saying : 

** Because I am alone, and feel that way, I sup- 
pose, sir." 

" Ah, yes; so I obsarved. Be ye goin' far, Miss ? " 

I would liked to have seen his other foot die as I 
answered : 

*' I don't know, sir, I have never been there." 

" Indeed; but your friends will be meetin' of ye 
there, then? " 

I should have been delighted to gaze upon him if 
wholly dead, while I said : " Friends, oh yes;" and I 
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looked afar out into unlimited space through the 
window I was sitting by. 

" Well where be ye goin' ? I might be goin' there 
too, and be a companion like to ye." 

Oh, if I could only see you buried, I would be 
entirely happy; I thought, as I muttered a reply: 

" I am going to Oroville, sir." 

"Alas ! I be sorry, Miss, that I be'n't goin' there 
with ye, but I be only goin' to Pleasanton." 

I could have happily seen him in a place not so 
pleasant, for I wanted to smother his breath into 
perpetual silence and the short distance with me only 
saved him, as I should have annihilated him with 
my umbrella, which I held with a bloody grip in 
readiness for any more pestering questions that he 
might have propounded to me. I was not excep- 
tionally amiable that day and my mood would not 
have been more gracious had my persecutor appeared 
before me in the shape of a young Apollo; in fact I 
believe I should have killed him on the spot if his 
age had been more youthful. He left me by saying: 

** God bless you. Miss; I hope to meet you again, 
if not in this world, in the next, where we be soon all 
a goin'." 

As he passed away from the train and my gaze 
at his near station, I sincerely hoped that my spirit 
would be allowed to soar into a remote sphere, too 
secluded for all such curious ones as his to find. 

But I was alone once more, and had sufficient 
time to get my turbulent feelings into a respectable 
state of calmness, when I was accosted again by a 
great volcano of a man of several hundred pounds 
avoirdupois, of solid make, and in the healthiest kind 
of action, no shadow of a tomb within many years 
to come of his vigorous life-bloom. He had en- 
sconced his complete living, full-blooded self into the 
seat opposite me which the attenuated remnant of 
General Washington's staff had vacated. 
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" This is a beautiful day, Madam" were the open- 
ing words which that pompous life-piece addressed to 
me. After turning my sight outward to see what 
sort of a day it was, and seeing the sun actually 
shining through the clearing clouds, as it had been 
raining, I concluded it must be a fine day, and 
replied : 

"Yes, sir; it does seem to be rather pleasant;" 
while I kept on looking for sunshine in the outer 
world. The silence, after a charitable pause, was 
broken again by more words flowing through the 
fiery breath of that eruptive crater, which seemed 
likely to engulf me with its outward throes. 

" You are looking despondent. Madam, and I hope 
you will pardon my seeming impertinence, but I see 
you are traveling alone, and a woman apparently 
laboring under some real cross; and as I am a min- 
ister of the gospel I feel it my imperative duty to 
render spiritual consolation whenever an opportunity 
offers, and perhaps you are in need now of divine 
influence, which I will freely give you of all that is 
in my power, if you will but confide in me." 

Transferring my gaze from without, to the fatted 
dispensator of heaven's joys within, who was beam- 
ing down upon me luxuriant with a smoothly pass- 
ing existence, I thought, as I looked from his silken 
hat adown his finely suited form, with over-ulster 
covering to his shapely and richly polished boots, 
and upward again to his kid-gloved hands, one of 
which showily poised an umbrella of costly silk, the 
other toying alternately with his well-kempt beard 
and a massive watch chain that dangled in heavy 
golden links o'er his spotless vest; I thought, as I 
looked at his picture, then at my own, at my worn 
cotton parachute and other corresponding garb, but 
most of all at my little faded carrying-bag, with its 
diminutive deposit of money ; yes, I thought, that 
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surely he was a divine spirit dealer, and filled to the 
brim with heaven's best. 

But, although his article was choice, and in a gor- 
geous vessel of great capacity, I thought, then, that 
I preferred my soul-saving beverage drawn forth by 
my own hand, dipped with a tree leaf, or tin, 
or any kmd of cup, into Nature's own spring of 
fresh, cool and clear water, to a second-hand quaff 
from that studied lip-server of a barreled life-stream. 
But I was not given to angelage, nor philanthropy, 
nor sociability that day; and not being well enough 
acquainted with the confidence game to play it suc- 
cessfully, I asked the burning doctor of divinity to 
please excuse me, and I walked ofi* to the other end 
of the car and transplanted myself into a seat in the 
extreme corner, with a whole army of misanthropic 
ideas prancing within my fastidious brain, which 
gradually settled into tranquility again as I became 
assured of my position being fixed, so that I could 
smile, or cry, or look sad and . lonely, as I felt dis- 
posed, without some busy observer trying to impose 
his or her own facial movements upon mine; for my 
countenance was protected by a complete back view, 
which I had turned to the entire company, with a 
thorough disgust for all humanity — beings that are 
supremely just when propelling each other's exist- 
ence. 

I was alone once more, but not dreaming — being 
acutely conscious of continued words emitting from 
that powerful emissary and ever active Vesuvius I 
had left in the rear, who was pouring out his river 
of life upon another living subject, whose responding 
voice attracted my attention with the following 
expression: — 

"Well, doctor, you may say what you please, but 
there is something mysterious about Eve." 

After listening sensitively to catch the speaker's 
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idea relative to the private history of our first 
mother, and finding my time wasting in vain, by 
confusion and noise, my mind drew back to its own 
depository. But the exclamation I heard sat me 
into a mental soliloquy regarding the formation and 
opening of this great world menagerie — mankind 
especially — and the general fitness of thinga As 
the Supreme Buler and Maker of all intended uni- 
formity throughout his entire exhibition, from the 
very first making truly there must have been either a 
mistake or a mystery connected with not only Eve, but 
Adam and one of the beasts also, that refined fellow 
of the field, which had, by his easy manner and some 
secret agency, risen aljove all, becoming the business 
manager and leading traducer of the noted star com- 
pany that introduced the world's first act — that curi- 
ous play of " Sin." 

Adam, Eve and the Serpent — most distinguished 
trio of historical beings — created, like every living 
thing that moveth, by one omnipotent Father, who 
blessed them all as wholly good. Considering the pur- 
ity of those divine works, I asked myself repeatedly, 
what sort of a chance controlling spirit it was? from 
whence? and how it could have sprung so suddenly 
and masterly and independent of all that were made 
subservient to their Creator's will, and purely good? 
Where could that beast have obtained its evil inclin- 
ation and power of corrupting the morals of the 
human creation, causing such a life-disastrous 
change to sweep over their felicity, while their pure 
manufacturer was calmly resting after the comple- 
tion of his most wonderful accomplishment. 

How could a good and simple beast make two 
solid angels swerve immediately around into high- 
toned deviltry on their very first bidding to "go as 
you please" from their all- wise Creator, as he with- 
drew hia commanding presence from out the heav- 
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enly sporting-track he had so perfected for them ? 
Were their evil dispositions inherited, or were there 
flaws unobserved by their magnanimous sculptor in 
their earthy composition, that caused those walking 
monuments of innocence to soften and succumb to 
the wily tempter that strayed into their pleasure- 
grounds to intercept and blockade for everlasting 
time the blissful promenade of the god-like couple 
on their saintly pathway? Truly, there was a mys- 
tery about that beginning stage scene and its 
renowned introductory characters, that grew more 
puzzling and complicated to me as I racked my 
brain for a satisfactory insight, and I gave it all up 
again with a parting question of Adam's chivalry 
when confronted by the Lord regarding the forbid- 
den tree disturbance. 

Chivalry that must have so horrified Cervantes 
that he resolved upon reformation, creating, there- 
fore, an example knight, the good and valiant Don 
Quixote, who made the art a specialty for himself 
through life, devoting thereby his entire service to 
the relievement of distress and the preservation and 
restoration of damoiselle innocence. 

Did Adam, under confusion, so far forget himself 
as to give poor Eve away at the first provocation, 
or was it through the same spirit of pure cussedness 
that has infested all of his repeated generations of 
sons, up to the present passing time, asserting itself 
within his weak mind, that made him proclaim 
instantly to God and the world that the woman did 
it and gave it to him ? Frail mortal ! And therein 
hangs another mystery. As Eve and her extending 
line of daughters are and ever have been alone pro- 
verbial for tale-telling, from the time she so foolishly 
shared her apple luxury with desirous and ready 
Adam, whose sons strut on in purity, though rotting 
with decaying, forbidden bites of their own especial 
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seeking, all except the charitable Quixote, whose 
chivalrous deed of sheltering a Dulcinea with uncer- 
tain virtue is one known instance of sublimity in 
man making him worthy the name of the stronger 
sex. My fancies, with myself, were rapidly traveling, 
and by their varied wanderings I was constantly 
viewing a changeable scene. 

I was a child again; romping freely in abandon- 
ment, building moss houses and gathering winter- 
green, whortleberries and may-apples beneath the 
canopy of wildwood trees, on the Kallbuck hills of 
my native home. Back again to the Sunday-school 
times when I was trotted forth in full dress of calico, 
cotton gloves and calfskin shoes, to do that seventh- 
day Presbyterian service, which consisted of psalms, 
and sermons, and prayers, dragging through a dura- 
tion of time so long that it was simply murderous to 
childhood activity; a compulsatory sitting on a hard 
slab seat, without change of base for three hours and 
more, so torturing to me that all future regular Sab- 
bath religious participations in matured life of mine 
were entirely destroyed. 




CHAPTEE III 

HE scene shifted. I was studying and mus- 
ing in my every-day school, that was located 
about twenty yards distant from my own 
home. An old-fashioned educational build- 
ing, occupying a very small piece of ground in the 
bordering edge of a finely-grown forest, wooded by 
nature with her own admirable trees, which shelt- 
ered the house, the boys and the girls; also a natural 
spring of ever-running water, tnat musically rip- 
pled through its pebbled bed, in a ravine near by. 
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I was at school again; and on that dreaded d^y when 
I was first bidden to write a composition. ** Oh, I 
never can do it ! I know I can't ! " were my oft-re- 
peated exclamations, that grew more positive by each 
repetition. " How mean the teacher is," I thought 
and said, " to subject me to such torture." 

A composition seemed a thing entirely beyond my 
reach; I fancied it only a great worded production, 
something almost incomprehensible to common read- 
ers. I was requested to write one, though, or be 
punished, and was given just one short week for 
composing. If I were only a big girl maybe I could 
write one ; and I hated my youth, as I went home 
to supper with no appetite, after which I retired quite 
early to bed, to think, and where I thought so much 
that I could not sleep, and tossed and moaned so f ev- 
eredly that my mother judged me ill. I could not 
think of even a subject, and my trouble was great, 
but a happy thought came to me at last. There 
was a large chest of old newspapers and books that 
had held a position in the garret as long as I could 
remember, which always reminded me of the "Genoa 
legend, and the fatal box that clasped " Genevra 
away from sight on her wedding night. I could 
surely find material to satisfy my want in that vast 
pile, so ancient, too, that I thought none of my school- 
mates could produce the same sentiments I might 
procure there. I rested better after that, and did 
not need any medicine. 

The next day I went to school, but with an absent 
mind, longing for night to come, so I could begin my 
monstrous task. The day was unusually long, but 
I was seated at last by my coveted chest, where I 
sat just long enough to envelope myself with old 
literature, and was delving still further down for 
hidden lore, when I was astounded by the sudden 
opening of the garret door, and with the stern voice 
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of my father, that made me quake with fear, as in 
growling forth: 

"What are you doing there? Do you want to 
burn the house down, girl? Bring that light out of 
that immediately, and never let me catch you doing 
such a thing again!" 

I dropped my treasures, being a dutiful child, and 
went out, feeling more than ever perplexed. Pun- 
ishment seemed my destiny ; if I remained in the 
garret and wrote my composition, I would be pun- 
ished at home ; and if I did not do it, vengeance 
awaited me at school. Oh, suffering childhood! 
poetry to the contrary. I Retired sullenly; but as I 
had one day to relieve me from other studies I had 
yet a hope of getting an opportunity to utilize that 
store of fading knowledge, packed away, I never 
could tell what for. Sunday being our old "go-to- 
meeting" day, with catechism and Bibilical declama- 
tions after church at home, I had neither time nor 
privilege for any other duty except when I would 
"steal awhile away," which I more frequently did 
than was agreeable to my enjoyable taste after- 
wards. 

However, I succeeded in securing daylight suffi- 
cient to assist my search of the old trash, which I 
made use of for once, and wrote a composition that 
would have excelled the schoolmaster himself. I 
was sojourning then in my eleventh year, and my 
fund of lofty ideas seemed immense to that teacher. 
When I had finished reading my wonderful compil- 
ation of olden thoughts, I sat down, while he stood 
in amazement. I cannot forget the look he gave me. 
His eyes expressed more than his voice to me, as he 
simply said: 

" I am surprised, indeed. It is a hard matter for 
one person to tell what is contained in another per- 
son's mind," 
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He did not ask me, if I composed it; for he knew 
that I was idiotic enough to answer, yes, and he had 
too much respect for both himself and me to make 
me tell a lie. He was a gentleman, and a thor- 
oughly good man. 

Time reverted for my benefit during my lonely 
ride, I was a girl again. Memory painted my loves 
and lovers, showing one of my admirers very con- 
spicuously, he being so purely puppy. I was seated 
at evening time upon one end of the front door step, 
my favorite twilight resort in midsummer, when a 
boy schoolmate sauntered bashfully up and sat 
down with me, but as far away from me as the step 
would admit. After considerable squirming and 
twisting around, while he was busily chewing his 
adorable quid, with much expectoration of foolish ex- 
pressions, he desperately ejaculated: 

" If it was a little more moonlighter, we might 
take a walk." 

" Yes," I replied, "if it were we might; but as it 
isn't we can't, and I am going to bed. Good 
night ;" and I left him gazing at the tormenting moon, 
which was then, like ourselves, budding in newness, 
but sufficiently bright to guide him home, or any 
other place he chose to roam, I considered, without 
my company. He was never so ardent for me again, 
as he said: 

" She is a leetle too purtikeler to exactly suit me." 

My wandering mind was thrust back to its real 
state again by the ringing cry of — 

" Twenty minutes for dinner ! " 

We were nearing the town of Lathrop. My two 
remaining dollars shrunk into nothingness ; the dinner 
announcement was not pleasant to me, but I had 
anticipated the case before turning myselif adrift and 
prepared me a luncheon in my traveling-bag, which 
after eating and feeling revived, I went outside the 
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car to see the bear — ^that wonderful grizzly, of near 
2,000 pounds weight — the one attractive feature of 
Lathrop, except it be the dinner, to hungry passen- 
gers who are fortunate enough to be able to buy it. 
I had seen the animal before, when I came from the 
East, but was glad to see him again, for he looked 
so very lonesome in his torturing pen of misery, 
with chains only for attachment. I pitied him, as 
he did me, I knew our feelings were mutual. He 
had become, too, more grizzly, like myself, and being 
equally savage, we would both have reveled in 
ecstatic bliss could we that day have killed some- 
body. But we could only "grin and bear it," so I 
passed on in the train, arriving at the inland me- 
tropolis, the capitol city — Sacramento — about 2 
o'clock. Here I ehang^ cars for Marysville. I was 
highly entertained on the way thither by some 
elderly farming gentlemen who had been to market 
disposing of surplus suppUes. They were a jolly set, 
healthy and well met, and feeling particularly in 
good spirits, owing to extra fine spirits being in 
them, doubtless. Having been bom and brought up 
on a farm myself, I could fully appreciate their pro- 
ductive stories, and laughed outright at many of 
them, a few of which I give here. 

" This last year has been about the most prosper- 
ous season I have had since I first began wheat- 
raising on that old ranch of mine. I didn't think 
for a spell that I was a going to have any wheat at 
all, but when I come to thresh it out, why I never 
saw such a crop in my life — grains all as white as 
snow and big as the best Java coffee ! You needn't 
smile, gentlemen, its a fact ! " 

" Well, Tom, you can talk about your big wheat, 
but I'll just bet my farm against your'n that you 
never saw such sheep as I've got. You have heard 
tell of Mary's little lamb ? Why I've got ten thou- 



Pacts: By a Woman. 29 

sand of them little fellers, whiter than her'n ever 
was. Oh, they're a fine stock, a fine stock ; and 
such breeders ! Why I dreamed one night that 
when I went out in the morning to feed them sheep, 
I found so many new lambs in the corral that they 
couldn't find standing room on all fours, and they 
were all up on their two hind legs, compact as a 
body of sea foam, and I'm darned if I didn't think 
by their white coats' swaying motion, and infernal 
noise, that there was a live ocean bearing down 
upon me, and my dream was realized." 

" Now look here, you wheat and sheep-raisers, 
maybe you think my place don't amount to nothin', 
but it does; it beats either of your'n all to smash for 
cows, anyhow. You haint seen my stock lately; 
why don't you come round once in awhile and see 
somethin' ? It'll just do your souls good to take a 
walk in my garden, and tber's no forbidden fruit 
there, I can tell you. It would have sent old Adam 
and Eve into another heaven to have got even a smell 
of any of my apples. How do I raise such a s'perior 
quality? Why its all owin' to my irrigating fluid. 
I don't use that water stuff in mine, no, sirs. I just 
drive three or four of my milk cows on to the high- 
est land point of the ranch, attach the patent milkers 
to their elders, and turn them loose, and I'll swear 
you can see a tree sprout, grow up, and ripen fruit, 
just while you are standin' there!" 

" Hie, hie," responded a seedy individual, as he 
raised himself into a sitting posture, " them's fine 
farms, by gol ! I just want to tell you, gentlemen 
bout my gold mine. Don't think I haint got none, 
for I have, hie. You was talkin' of dreamin'; well, 
boys, as I lay peacefully slumberin' one night be- 
tween my two blankets, I thought the good Lord 
sent a contractor to me for a fresh supply of gold 
bricks to repave the streets of his residin' city. He 
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also wanted a complete set of furniture fixin's for 
his whole dwellin'-place. Hie, well, gentlemen, I set 
a million men to work at once heavin' up gold on 
my tramway, and would you believe it? When I 
shook off my coverin' in the mornin' and went out to 
the mine to see how things was a goin,' hie, hie, that 
there dream were a — damned lie ! " 

The train stopped at Marysville about 5 o'clock, 
where Host my gay companions by changing cars 
again. The sun had passed away over and down 
behind the mountains, closing a charming view of 
varied peaks, all clad in snow, and which with the 
white, flaky clouds intermingling with their mighty 
forms of earth, suggested a thought that the angels 
were not only picking geese, but having a complete 
renovation of their downy beds, and were emptying 
a whole heavenful of feathers out onto those castle- 
looking mounts which bound the beautiful valley, 
with its changeable green verdure, that we were 
traveling through. 

The evening was come, and dark and chill with 
a heavily-falling mist or drizzling rain, as I entered 
the cheerless-looking car that was to bear me to my 
destination. In comparison to the one I had just 
departed from, it seemed deserted indeed, with not 
any women, and but three men. I realized my po- 
sition fully, and wanted to cry as much and more 
than T had laughed in the other car. i took a seat, 
feeling that I had lost everything on earth but my 
unhappy self, which was traveling alone, through 
the coldest storm of despair underneath the darkest 
cloud of a weeping horizon, with death's own pall 
hovering flauntingly over me." 

The men were a drowsy set, and ghostly still ; but 
there was an increase of passengers ere the train 
dreW off, consisting of five Chinamen. The white 
men slept, and the Chinamen jabbered, while I 
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watched and prayed, I suppose, in mute devotion, 
sitting as a thing of death, for all my animation 
seemed hushed as the grave. When I sensed my 
heart beating I wished it dead, and in that condi- 
tion I arrived, with the rest of the heathen, in Oro- 
ville, about 8 o'clock, where I moved again with my 
Chinese entertainment, into a horse vehicle, to be 
driven away to a sleeping place for the night. The 
night was dark and fearful, with pouring rain. 
The Chinamen joyously gabbled, and the white men 
yawned, while I moaningly sighed during that 
omnibus ride. 

Being a woman of great means — means of dispo- 
sition, I stopped, of course, at the best hotel the town 
afforded, the ** Union House." I inquired immedi- 
ately for the landlord and stated my business, re- 
questing him to give me a room and board, as rea- 
sonable as possible. He promised me a comfortable 
room, with all necessaries, for eight dollars per week. 
I thought of my scant purse and shudderingly en- 
gaged the room, to which I repaired sadly, and 
gljwily, too, to get ready for supper. I arrayed my- 
self in evening dress by discarding my outer travel- 
ing costume, washing my clouded brow, and brush- 
ing my frouzled hair, and was soon prepared, and 
escorted by the clerk to the dining-room, where I sat 
down to a refreshing repast, of which I was glad to 
see that I was the only partaker, as my traveling 
company of almond-eyed warblers and spiritusS 
white sleepers were regaling themselves in another 
camping-ground. I enjoyed my meal in dreaming 
solitude and exquisite silence, which was broken but 
slightly at intervals by the attentive waiter, and a 
large rat that crept around occasionally to take sly 
glances at me through his pleasing, round eyes, so 
different from the Chinese that I admiringly watched 
them as they silently looked upward from the dis- 
mal, decaying and breaking-up floor. 
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The rat's presence was never objectionable to me, 
for he respected quiet when in foreign society, though 
supporting an excitable narrative. Very interesting 
and most delicate it seemed to me, that silky cue, 
which gracefully and softly waked his curious being 
while he tripped his fantastic footsteps with studious 
lightness, in balancing forward to "sabe" me. He 
was a singular occupant, but entirely at home in 
that refreshment parlor, as I saw him there fre- 
quently afterwards and with kindred companions. 
I was often amused by watching those big little 
creatures doing a galop and other changes, as in 
crossing over, circling around, gliding also the chassez 
by couples under the dining tables, on a floor that 
appeared very appropriate for their delightful occu- 
pation, being smoothly oiled and sanded by usage 
and time. Altogether a fine room for them, I 
thought, as I noted its healthful ventilation and barn- 
like appearance through the dim lightings of smoky 
oil with flickering burners. 

I retired to my room and to bed soon after my 
supper, but so wearied and worried that sleep only 
came by exhausted coaxing. I woke feeling anyway 
but bright to find myself almost moneyless, and a 
stranger in a strange land. My heart weakened as 
I lay there thinking of my situation. Lying in bed, 
however, was not my mission to Oroville; so I arose 
hastily, dressed and breakfasted, th^n equipped my- 
self with my " Ladies' Favorite " and started out to 
view the ground where I must lie — with a full- 
grown determination to make my own living or die. 
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CHAPTER ly. 



MADE my exit from the business portion 
of the town as quickly as possible, and my 
debut in the lirst private residence I came 
to on my way. Having perfect confidence in my 
plaiting machine, knowing I had the best one in 
market, I made my introductory bow without much 
confusion. I did not make a sale though, as the 
lady of the house was already the unhappy posses- 
sor of one that she did not like nearly as well as 
mine ; but she could not buy another. I passed on 
to the next house, and the next, with no better 
success ; the fourth lady*I called upon gently soothed 
my throbbing breast by buying a machine and pay- 
ing my desired price, five dollars. I gave her all 
necessary instructions with regard to u^age, thanked 
her most sincerely for her " very kind attention and 
liberal patronage," and retired behind the refresh- 
ing curtain of my own dwelling-place until after 
dinner-time, when I vigorously appeared upon the 
outward scene again. During my matinee I saw 
that I was appreciated, though I received no bou- 
quets; but returned to my home in the evening 
with another five-dollar gold piece, which made me 
feel so very independent that I paid for one week of 
board in advance ; and fearful, too, that it was not 
exactly safe for me to retain so much money at one 
time, when I was not used to it, I retired that night 
rejoicing, slept well, and ate my breakfast next 
morning with much satisfaction, knowing that it 
was paid for ; after which, when I was dressed for 
the occasion, I appeared on parade before the public 
again, where I soon found a change of features, giv* 
3 
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ing me much solid acting to do. I succeeded in 
niaking but one lucky hit with the whole day's per- 
formance. Night found me decidedly blue. I had 
learned enough about my audience to know that 
Oroville was too much of a village to support two 
exhibitions of the same kind in agreeable succession, 
although myself and mine were in no way inferior 
to my predecessor. I was too late to be patronized 
in a payable manner — ^nearly every lady that could 
afford a machine had purchased one from the very 
fortunate party who had just preceded me. 

Trouble began again. I retired to my little room 
and sat down by my dressing-case and bureau, 
which was an infantile table, with a small drawer 
and still smaller looking-glass, suspended perma- 
nently on the wall above. I put up my elbows on 
that very useful piece of furniture, and rested my 
scant and tired brain between my two uplifted hands, 
while looking downward into the gloomiest gloom, 
as in thinking about what I must do to be saved 
— ^from my ever distracting pecuniary want. My 
machine business represented a failure, and I must 
seek other employment. My newly blown feeling 
of independence seemed premature, and witheringly 
doomed in its opening} bud, as I was frigidly bent 
with retrospection. 

Debating the question of ways and means, I hope- 
lessly sat till my blood became chilled. Coldly shiv- 
ering, I arose at last to wrap me away into deeper 
covering of my blanketed bed. I clad myself in my 
sleeping-gown, and was wofully engaged in extin- 
guishing the gas which gave a delicate light, through 
the dignified fixture of a tallow candle, and where, 
by its persistent obstinacy and repeated refusal to 
cease its bluish and sickening fiame of existence, 
through a coinciding spirit with my own, I was 
prompted instinctively 1x) pick up a city newspaper 
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that I had taken with me, and which so magnetized 
my gaze to its form, that my visionary mind was 
mechanically drawn unintelligibly down through its 
newsy page to a single item of distinctive meaning, 
so electrifying and magically warming my freezing 
life-current, that I was instantly thrown into com- 
plete respiration and retroaction. It was a simple 
announcement, an advertisement only, of A. Roman 
&; Co., who wanted agents to canvass " Tom Saw- 
yer," Mark Twain's new book. I had been led to it 
by a mysterious guidance in that darkened hour of 
despairing trial, and encouragingly lifted by a se- 
creted right-bower from the hidden hand that deals 
in power our every game, persistently playing us 
through an obstacled life, and whipping us forward 
with pleasure or strife by the cutting rod of our 
most varied and watchful master — that ever com- 
pelling ruler and chief dictator, which we call Fate. 
I seized my writing material immediately and 
wrote to the firm, asking for the prospectus book, 
and the town of Oroville as territory to work upon. 
I felt inspired once more, and in the land of Hope ; 
forgot about being cold, and with recruited breath 
I blew out the light, got into bed and soon went to 
sleep. I continued my work each day as usual un- 
til Saturday night, and succeeded in disposing of all 
the machines I had with me except one, that one 
proved a lesson in prognostication, while clinging to 
me with the most provoking annoyance. I could 
not get rid of it. tinder the impression that there 
would be luck in odd numbers, I had taken seven 
with me, and sold six, but retained the odd one. 
Not anybody wanted it ; they did not appear to care 
for luck. I grew very much alarmed at my busi- 
ness recline. My great opening day had made its 
appearance and had disappeared, leaving me on a 
road to fortune which I soon found blockaded. 
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Erubus reigned supreme ; not a star gave out the 
faintest ray as I sat that last night of my first week 
of boasting self-support, in my one chair by a sol- 
itaire window, looking far away into and enjoying 
only the darkest places of night's somber view. 
Light seemed a mockery; even my gas that stood in 
a purely white form, so angelic and lovely, taunted 
me ! I turned my back to the sardonic thing and 
felt glad to see no moon, no stars. I sought the 
ebon king, as my most protecting friend, with a 
feeling that I could ever be happy, wrapped in the 
folds of his blackest robe, resting in quietude away 
from the gaze of any living kind. 

But I grew cold again, and went to bed, dreading 
the uncertain light of day, though it be the Chris- 
tian Sabbath. It dawned as usual, neither better nor 
worse than any other to me; it came as I lay con- 
templating the use of my existence. I hugged my 
bed till noon-time, and did, after all my heathenish 
thoughts, appreciate the holy day as one for rest. 

Night came again, and with it the evening stage, 
bearing that haven of hope, the mail bag, which 
brought me a prospectus book and a letter of instruc- 
tions from A. Roman & Co. They gave me Oro- 
ville, as I had so desired, and fortune, ever treacher- 
ous, smiled upon me again. All my sweet-scented 
nightshades of the evening before were at a great 
discount. I extended the illuminating facility of 
my chamber to its fullest capacity, and with book 
in hand I longed for more light, while I waltzed off 
into a happy maze, under the influence of the tune- 
ful Liar, '' Mark Twain," and that fascinating tal- 
low not " Boston, Dip," keeping time with an old 
pair of black snuffers, which reminded me of 
similar ones in my mother's kitchen, in our old farm- 
house at home. 

My prospectus book proved very disconnected 
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reading, but I found matter sufficiently interesting 
to keep me engaged long enough to consume my 
allowance of candlelight. As I reflectively watched 
the last of my precious dip gliding adown its dreary 
socket, it seemed, indeed, a mast fitting emblem of our 
own transitory life; a fleeting and flickering and deli- 
cate flame, shining through trouble and cheerfully 
bright when tipped by kindly care; a sensitive sub- 
stance and a peculiar snare, that surely and suddenly 
dies while it lives, in its most brilliant glare, plung- 
ing us into the dark finale. 

I sat on in the cloud, dreamingly awake; and feel- 
ing the playful truthfulness of that crowning bard 
in his "All is Well that Ends Well," for, although I 
had been tortured by a troublesome and dimly expir- 
ing light, I concluded from the **wee sma' hours" of 
the waning night that it was well for me I had not 
been favored with real gas, as I would thus 
be spared future complaints with an extra bill, 
perhaps, for my very extravagant indulgence in 
gas — that ever-desired, and most tempting and lux- 
urious homeilluminary; a commodity so rare that it 
can be only indulged with entire satisfaction when 
freely bestowed by the city ordinance, for it never 
will bum without wasting except when landladies 
are out. 

Monday morning came, with a hard rain, which 
kept me at home all day. I was glad, indeed, that 
it did rain, as it gave me time to prepare myself for 
that demoralizing field I was about to enter. 

Tuesday dawned clearly and bright, and after 
paying extra attention to my toilet, I began, with 
far greater agitation, to canvass the town again. As 
my machines simply showed their own desirable 
qualities to ladies that wanted to buy, it was easy 
work to sell them; but the books, and to gentlemen, 
required a different tale; and I was ignorant enough 
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of both to make anybody happy. I had examined 
my prospectus sufficiently to know that it was a 
book intended for youthful minds, and all in reading- 
life, clean through to the oldest age, and I felt capable 
to give it a passable showing. 

The worthy proprietor and lady of the hotel 
proved friendly towards me, through an ever watch- 
ful eye to their own prosperity and an occupant for 
their little room up-stairs. As in remembering my 
advancing pay, they each expressed a desire to see 
me succeed. Oh, Friendship ! most captivating source 
of smiles, when winning the object — money. In 
accordance with directions of that wary couple, and 
instructions also of my guiding pamphlet, which I 
had received in connection with my evil outfit from 
the city furnishing establishment, I began my cor- 
ruptive employment among the officials and leading 
men of business, going to the Court House first, for 
infiuential names. 

I turned my footsteps into the most roundabout 
way in wandering thitherward, for the purpose 
of gaining nerve to accomplish my " depraving " 
design. I was not so youthful or quite so ignorant 
that I could only stare; but the tiniest babe would 
have vied with me there in respirative power. When 
I reached that scathful mansion of brick, which 
formed the imposing center-piece in a retiring and 
tree-sheltered square of our old Mother Earth, who 
had framed my life into her weakest form, and was 
sustaining me in a most sickening manner, I thought, 
as I stood on the threshold of that double-faced 
judgment fold, that saves and destroys in a single 
breath through a monster mouth, most terrifying to 
me seemed the fated door that opened this " out- 
cast's " story. 

I had never been in a Court House before, upon 
any calling, further than to inspect the building as 
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an ordinary visitor. I had a peculiar feeling of 
dread, too, of lawyers, as of news reporters. They 
always appeared alike to me, with the same expres- 
sion of countenance, ever denoting a want of some- 
thing. And I tremblingly stood at their plea depos- 
itory, with a famishing face equal to any in that 
sense of hungry portrayal ; but wofully deficient in 
the successful feature of their facial display — that 
powerful expanse of cheek — through which all earth 
and even heaven, is marvelously depicted in their 
translucent flesh part of fearless predication. 

But courage, through fear, soon conquers a way, 
no matter how weak in its hold, and I braved the 
den by quietly stepping through the awful entrance 
into a hall centrally dividing the various apart- 
ments, and leading to an opposite outward door. I 
began my desperate departure from morality by 
glancing aside into the offices through the hinged 
panels that were standing ajar, and passing them all, 
as if they were ferocious mouths, gaping readily 
apart to swallow me alive if I dared to approadi 
them, while I walked along the entire length of the 
hallway and retraced my steps back again, clean out 
through the opening that I had so determinedly 
entered. When clear from the building I paused to 
breathe, while I seemed a thing of nonetity. Recov- 
ering slightly from my weakened state, I resolved 
again to break myself of those squeamish notions, 
and go into court, if I would not win. I returned 
again and went into the hall from which I passed 
through the first opened doorway. There were sev- 
eral of those dreadful things — men — some standing 
and others sitting in the room I was in, and where 
I remembered a brother of mine, who, during our 
childhood's grandiloquence, in an exciting mirthful 
play, terminating, as usual, into tearful woe, with 
active resentment far sudden heartfelt wrongs, to a 
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hateful retort of mine, referring to his Aurelian hair, 
of "Oh you red head, you'll catch fire some day and 
burn up!" replied to me, "Well, there is no danger of 
you ever gettin' on fire, for you re too blamed green to 
burn!" and I realized bis truthfulness as I stood 
there. 



CHAPTER V. 

WAS foolishly standing, as when sporting my 
youth, thinking of my brother's saying, and 
feeling its truth, that really I was " too green 
to bum." All I wanted, surely, was the pine-needle 
drapery to make me a first-class evergreen, war- 
ranted not to fade. I mean no infringement on 
your patent "spoopendyke," only compliments, with 
appreciation. 

But I was not a beautiful poetic spruce, only a 
buckeye sapling, or sprit, so completely alive with 
verdancy that I was in the extreme height of my 
warping prime. As I stood there, staring in various 
attitudes of simplest country breeding, and fresh, 
too, apparently, from a genuine farm, while pliantly 
bending with the breathing atmosphere of those 
tremendous city bodies that I had dared to face. I 
leaned over to the nearest one to me, and tried 
to tell him my business in town ; he seemed to un- 
derstand me, and took the book from my waving 
hands, and wrote me his name on the order page. 
He was one of the county officers, I have forgotten 
which, but his name was Armstrong. An appropri- 
ate name, I thought, for with a strong arm he 
dashed down an order for a book that would give 
the most money, one in morocco binding. Seeing 
that I bowed to him first, he said, in pa&sing the 
prospectus back to me: 
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"There, I have given you a good send-off." 

I appreciated his kindness more than he was 
aware of. The two expectant dollars I would get 
for my commission on that finely-bound book 
lent a charm^ and helped me complete my call in 
that dreaded House of law without any more fear, 
which left me through kindly treatment. I received 
five subscribers, and went home to dinner feeling 
more happy than otherwise. 

After noon I tried again in private offices, getting 
in all eleven subscribers, which was good wages and 
not hard work for a new beginner. I had been 
treated by all with sincere respect, meeting with 
nothing unpleasant, as expected insults, or I was 
happily too ignorant to observe any if offered. And 
I retired at night feeling more at peace with man- 
kind generally than I anticipated, and I slept 
sweetly. 

The next day I started out with an average 
amount of assurance, and went boldly into the first 
business place, after leaving the hotel. I worked 
along till noon-time, receiving an order in one place, 
none perhaps in the next; promises, too, by the 
wary men who were sensitive about being caught 
outright without plenty of company, and would re- 
quest me to call again, at a later day; and I did not 
disappoint them by a second visit, though chagrined 
myself in doing so. 

After dinner I went out especially to find "George 
C. Perkins," as nearly everybody told me to go to him, 
they knew he would subscribe for a book. After a 
siege of skirmishing through the business houses lo- 
cated on ** Montgomery," the leading thoroughfare 
in the town, I found him in a bank or grocery store, 
I have forgotten which, having no note except men- 
tal; not that I did not consider him worthy of note 
even at that time^ for any man who would buy a 
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book from me was, in my estimation, worthy of the 
best, bearing ye golden notes, and plenty. He was 
standing by a desk with several gentlemen around 
him. I addressed myself to him, begging to be ex- 
cused for interrupting their conversation, told him 
that I was soliciting orders for *' Mark Twain's " new 
book, and I should be pleased to add his name to my 
list of subscribers. The gallant ** George " took my 
book, while a thrill of pleasure crept over me as he 
gracefully turned the leaves, but, only to creep back 
again, with a changed feeling; another thrill of disap- 
pointment as he gently closed my prospectus and ten- 
derly passed it back to me, etssuring me as he did so, 
that he would gladly give me his name, were he not 
already the happy possessor of one. Too late again, 
I sighed ; but he spoke favorably of the book, and 
was doubtless the means of getting me other sub- 
scribers, which was the next best thing he could do 
for me, after not taking one himself. Our Gov- 
ernor, being ahead then, as now, had purchased 
*' Tom Sawyer " some weeks before, from Roman &; 
Co., in San Francisco, and I left him worthily 
happy, while I was sad, for Hope had played me a 
very disappointing game. 

Thursday, I continued in the busy part of the 
town, where I received several orders for books, an4 
a few for myself, which afforded me considerable 
amusement, with a pleasurable idea that I was con- 
sidered worthy of such patronage. One of my 
kindly donators was the proprietor of a flourishing 
business, and being a Dutchman, he, in refusing to 
purchase a book, advanced his other offering, with 
the following words : 

" No; I likes pooks, but I 'ave no blace for pooks; 
dat ish, I 'ave no vrow to dake care mit dem for me. 
I vas misvortunate lasht Sbring. I losht mine vife; 
she was a goot vife, doo, mine Betsy vas: she tied I 
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and I dells you vat Fshe peen tam loneshome since 
dat dime. Ah, yes, mine Got, yes ! You sdops in 
de same daverns mit me? I 'ave saw you dere more 
dan von dimes ; ant I'she peen vatching you vile I 
dinks do minself you musht git loneshome doo, mit 
no-podies do say nodings do ven you comes home 
nights. Now, den, if you will jushed quit sellin' 
dem pooks ant order dings vat you has got, ant 
come mit me, and dake mine Betsy's blace, and be 
mine vrow, I can like you better ash veil ash I tid 
Betsy." 

He said he had a new house for his own use, and 
two others besides, that he rented, and he would 
only give me his name for my unhappy self, but not 
for my book. It was a promising outlook for me to 
receive a share of so many homes, with the crown- 
ing joy of being liked "better ash veil ash Betsy ;" 
but, like the new version of Maud MuUer, "Dat 
couldn't vas," and he " vatched " in vain. I had a 
similar offer that same day from another foreigner, 
who would buy a book if I included myself with 
his purchase, in exchange for which he would give 
me his own repulsive form, with an equal share of 
his store and all worldly possessions, which consisted 
of a dirty old peanut and fruit stand. I refused the 
order, but retired at night more than ever hopeful. 
I had received seven more good names for my book, 
besides my other offers. 

Friday morning a gentleman gave me his name 
for a book without previous ceremony, inviting me 
to be seated while he wrote the pleasing signature. 
After making a few inquiries regarding myself, he 
too began to talk about being lonely. He thought 
I must find it a very dreary, unpleasant life, going 
around among strangers as I was doing, so entirely 
alone ; and he expressed a desire to visit me in the 
parlor some evening time, if his presence would be 
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agreeable to my wishes for company. He also 
asked me to take a buggy ride with him on the fol- 
lowing Sunday. I was feeling very happy, and 
highly complimented with my newly discovered and 
ardent friend, as he was more than average fine 
looking and of pleasing manner, and like '* Fanchon," 
I fairly giggled and twitched with delight; but I 
confined my joyous sensation to more inward move- 
ments ; in the secreted vicinity of my fluttering heart, 
which reveled in felicity, until he told me that he 
was going to " Dogtown." He said he had busi- 
ness there, and he thought I would enjoy the drive, 
and would afford him quite a pleasure also by ac- 
companying him. 

My jubilant heart ceased its heavenly dance, as 
he pronounced that ill-born name of "Dogtown." 
Preposterous ! I did not want to go to " Dogtown." 
I thanked him for his very kind consideration, and 
told him that I did not get lonely evenings, as I re- 
tired very early. Had he asked me to go with him 
to either Moneywood, Silverside, or Goldbank, or 
any other place with a cultivated and pleasant sound- 
ing name, I should have been delighted. But for 
that outlandish cognomen of "Dogtown,"! might 
be a happily settled woman to-day. That man was 
a gentleman in high standing, and a bachelor of 
substantial means, I was afterwards informed 
through a conversation I sadly overheard, by some 
ladies who were city-bred and cultured properly in 
the improved way to business. 

" That which we call a rose might smell as sweet 
— Shakespeare — with any other name," but I never 
can think that that mountain village would have 
seemed so dogoned doggish to me, with any other 
title. And my dreams were not of love that night, 
with its sweet soft nonsense, as they ought to have 
been, but those torturing animals that visit our sleep 
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haunted me instead, with a most distressing sight of 
a large box of books, my own filled order received 
fresh from Roman's, with their bindings and leaves all 
tattered and torn, in a dilapidated and forlorn con- 
dition; a complete wreck and entirely useless, ex- 
cept to torture my tired brain until clear daylight, 
when the welcome sunshine streamed o'er my 
haunted couch, relieving me from the dark goblins 
of my dreaming fancies. I was awake once more, 
and gladly. 

Saturday concluded my order taking, with a 
pleasing incident that often comes back to me in my 
day visions. I had canvassed all places except a 
few scattering houses that were located on a street 
leading out from the town through some old gold 
mines. Yes, it was old gold, still alive and fashion- 
able, but alas, buried. I was walking along, looking 
over the sad scene and deeply regretting that any- 
thing so ornamental and very neceasary as that 
precious metal should be covered away in that cold, 
ugly ground. I paused mournfully, when a little 
boy came running up to me sajdng: — 

'*Say, say, will yer lem'me see yer book?" 

"Certainly," I replied, turning to a picture as I 
handed it to him. 

" Oh, that's Tom ! Isn't it ? " And he looked with 
delight, talking on, " I've been wantin' dad to buy 
me one, and he said he would if he had more money 
than he knowed what to do with. That don't look 
much like gittin it though, does it ? Some boys 
told me about *Tom Sawyer' — said he and some 
other fellers went to their own funerals; gol ! musn't 
that a been fun? Dad bought me a horse one day, 
though." 

" He did ? well, that was nice," I said. 

" Bet yer ! He's a whopper, too, white as cream, 
with a bran new saddle, and his name is Billy." 
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" Oh, you ride, do you? " I asked. 

" No, my horse rides me ! " 

*'What!" I exclaimed. 

" Yes. I was leadin' him out to grass t'other day, 
and my foot stumbled over a stone or somethin' and 
I kerflopped straight down onto my back, and Billy 
jumped right on top of me. Hurt me, Pshaw ! how 
could he, when he's only leather ? D' ye think I 
meant a truly horse ? No, sir ! my dad don't buy 
that way." 

As I looked down upon his dirty, ragged-clothed 
form, I felt quite sure that his dad ** don't buy that 
way," or any other respectable way, very often. 

The last name I received in Oroville, I remember 
so well, too. When the curiously excited boy left me, 
I resumed my journey to a house, the gentleman of 
which met me at the door with a friendly hand- 
greeting and directed me to a seat, while he took my 
book, repeating the old saying, as he wrote his sig- 
nature, "A fellow feeling makes us wondrous kind." 
He had been a book-agent in more unfortunate days, 
and realized the perplexing uncertainty of its busi- 
ness calling. 

My canvass being over, I turned back, leisurely 
walking towards home on that golden street. Curi- 
osity compelled me to leave the beaten thoroughfare 
and take a stroll off into the gold-fields, spreading 
far away upon either side, beginning in the very cen- 
ter of that highway. Without a companion, I can- 
vassed the question of propriety in regard to trust- 
ing myself in the camp alone; but, as usual, the 
resolve came that self -trust is the one genuine safe 
depository. I saw no one at work or in the mines 
except Chinamen; and as there were so many of 
them I concluded they would not be afraid of me, it 
being daytime and I was so entirely alone. I picked 
my way slowly over the sand and gravel heaps^ 
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- . ■ 

while watching those Chinese individuals just as 
intently as they watched me, and I felt a sense of 
loneliness creeping within me as I noted their able 
bodies. 

I had never been near gpld mines before, and I 
could not pass them by without seeing the manner 
of harvesting home from earth that pure extract of 
human salvation, even though I was a solitaire 
woman, out among hills and surrounded by a mas- 
culine gang of heathen. I was busily engaged in 
gathering all the information I could with my own 
eyes, when I was startled by rapidly approaching 
footsteps behind me, and which I was glad to see, 
as I turned quickly, were those of a white man. He 
had seen me wandering there by myself, and guess- 
ing my motive, followed me to offer his company, 
which service I felt quite happy indeed to accept, as 
he very kindly and entertainingly escorted me over 
the diggings. 

He was an old miner, still working on the orig- 
inal plan. He pointed to everything of interest, as 
he took me to his own cabin and claim, after which 
he showed me all about the forty-niner's system of 
getting gold. In doing so, he threw some of the 
graveled dirt into his own aged pan and rocker, and 
washed it off. for my benefit, so that I could see the 
little flakes, or specks of value, remaining in the bot- 
tom of the vessels when the muddy water was 
thrown away. For the first time in my life, I could 
fully understand the terms, "prospecting " and "pan- 
ning-out." 

Those were old mines, having been worked over 
years before, and were abandoned by all civilized 
people, except that one white man, and he was an 
exception, who stuck to his first love. By working 
steadily, he said he could average from six to seven 
dollars per day. The Chinamen, being in poorer 



48 Pacts: By a Woman. 

claims, managed to make rice money, and some extra 
over at times more flush. 

On the opposite side of the street from where I 
strolled they were mining extensively with hydraulics 
and were cleaning and turning out monthly many 
thousands of dollars. I was reminded strongly of the 
advice given with regard to going to mining towns 
for money, as I stood there watching both the old 
and the new process of getting it ; and I was satis- 
fied that the advice was proper, and the move well 
taken, as anybody could get some by working hard 
for it. 

It was Saturday night. I sent an order to the 
city for books, and concluded to go to the town of 
Cherokee Flat and canvass that place while waiting 
for my books, it being another of the advisable 
places to go for gold, a mining town, and I preferred 
to go there instead of Dogtown. I did not go, 
though, until Monday, as I was in need of rest and 
had no way to go. I enjoyed my ride very much, 
everything being so new to me. It was, in fact, the 
nearest approach to a mountain wagon road that I 
had ever ridden over, hence this effusion. 

CHAPTER VI. 

tiE fine views of table mountains that stood 
off to the near right, extending far away up- 
ward, above us; living green pieces of fumi- 
le'^ ^ ture, mammoth in proportion, with perfectly 
veled table tops, shaped as an extension, in full-leaf 
etting, having the same appearance as if specially 
made to dine upon. Sublimely curious they were 
to me, having never seen anything like them before 
in nature's formation. The immense flumes and 
water-pipes, that spurtingly trailed in their down- 
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ward way, close to our left, on the mountain sides, 
rushing furiously along to perform the powerful 
duty of washing down the earth banks into long 
lines of sluice-boxes, clearing them entirely away 
from the coveted ore which remained in the quick- 
silvered bed of its hydraulic washer. A rapidly 
flowing miniature river of soughing water traveling 
miles and miles, high up on those mighty hill-sides, 
like a collossal serpent, with its steadily and singu- 
larly winding way, pushing that destructive debris 
into the farming vales below, making another scene 
of novelty to me. A contrasting view to the table 
mounts, showing the workings of nature and man, 
equally wonderful they seemed to me. 

The nice company I was with, and even the rain 
that came dashing freely in our faces, freshened 
and gave everything a cleaner and newer look that 
day. It was my first stage ride, and in a genuine 
highwaymen's mountain pass. Most novel charm — 
if one lives to expose it, as I am doing, so very mi- 
raculously » considering that adventure. Our vehicle 
was a narrow-constructed thing, with three narrow 
seats, each of which contained three human beings, 
who must have been narrow too to be lodged in 
such an inclosure. It was a lively company we 
made, though, those six Chinamen, an Irish washer- 
woman, the driver and myself. All of us were ex- 
uberantly happy for the first few miles of our jour- 
ney, when our romance grew into real life, which is 
so very susceptible and changeablo. I was compli- 
mented with the stage seat of honor, that is, the one 
nearest the driver; and I was near him; so close, 
in fact, that I could not move. He called that posi- 
tion " concentrated sociability," and he properly ex- 
pressed it. 

It was a desirable seat, and I think I appreciated 
the favor bestowed upon me. Although given to an 
4 
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over-measure of closeness, it prevented me from 
sliding around in a manner neither graceful nor 
agreeable; for I could sit perfectly still, and be 
saved any amount of bumps in that well-filled vehi- 
cle, as there was no vacancy to be thrown into 
when the fast-rolling wheels turned over the bowl- 
ders. I enjoyed that seat for various reasons. I 
could hear distinctly all the driver told me, and he 
furnished me with much valuable information, about 
the country we were traveling over; told me many 
stories, instructive and amusing, of foreign coun- 
tries, situate away up on the summit of those ro- 
mantic Sierras ; of hair-breadth 'scapes, he had met 
during his pilgrimage there. He was mirthful, too; 
laughed at me for having the paint washed off my 
face by the dashing rain. I told him my complex- 
ion was real, and would stand as much drenching as 
his own; and the motherly Irish woman confirmed 
my statement as follows : 

" By me troth, she's right ! for this hay thenish out- 
fit would rid din the chakes of a corpse I Och, its a 
foine counthry, its af ther gittin to be, when dacent, 
respictable white people must thravel wid the loikes 
o'thim palaverin bashtes! Don't yer haer their 
clacken ? Why me very souel aches wid the blash- 
ted gabble of thim plat- tailed varmints at the back 
of us. Ave Maria! may the divil fly away wid me, 
if iver I'm jined to sich a lot again. Oh, the rat- 
atein, Josh-worshipin,' Americy-robbin,' spoon-eyed, 
jabberin' monkey chates! bad 'cess to the ships that 
fetch thim ! May the arthquakes swallow thim ! is 
the daily prayer of me life; for the very air will 
be soon swarm in' wid their incrasin' carcasses, if 
the blissed saints don't come down to relave us from 
thim fast-comin, dirty poUiwoggs, that live loike 
the lizards, on their own braethin. Oh, the mur- 
tberin, rice hampers!" 
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Yes, I enjoyed iny ride; I liked the sitting accom- 
modation too, and my company also, because I was 
obliged to do so ; but I did not complain, for those 
celestial companions were too good for me, I felt, as 
I considered my unkind refusal to accompany my 
gentlemanly friend on his finely arranged combina- 
tion of business and pleasure drive to that canine 
village ; and I should travel with heathen always, 
in a close-communion vehicle as well fitted for such 
service as the one we were in. But like all works 
of art, it was not exactly perfect, there being a few 
things that I did not really like about it, yet its 
novelty pleased me^ as a charm of oddity. 

The scenery was beautiful, the road changeable, 
and quite diverting at times. It was thickly strewn 
in many places, ^.nd simply dotted in others, with 
pebbles, varying in size from that of a croquet ball, 
to good healthy stones, all tending to enliven land- 
scape views. The driver seeing no beauty to mar in 
those attractive objects, drove right along as if they 
were an ordinary compact substance. It must have 
been painful to those ornaments, that staging over 
them so ; but it was refreshing for us, and a healthy 
appetizer, as a little three-year old son of the propri- 
etor of the " Cherokee House " thought while watch- 
ing me eating. " Son of a gun," I should say, as 
the exclamation he made to me surprised me as 
much as a full report from the biggest kind of a 
gun could have done at that time. I was sitting at 
the head of a long table, the only woman at supper, 
with twenty or more strange men, when that small 
boy said to me: 

" You must be pretty hungry, you don't quit like 
the rest dor 

I was satisfied then, without any more dessert, 
and retired, thinking that those young ones are too 
smart to live sometimes, but he was one spared most 
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painfully alive, and vexatiously truthful, as they 
always are when quite small. " Mit nopodies to 
say nodings do," I soon went to bed, after my very 
healthy meal. 

Tuesday morning I arose and found myself in a 
very small village located in a low place in one of 
the breaks high up in the foot-hills of the pine-grow- 
ing Sierras. I had been transported from Oroville, 
a distance of fifteen miles, for the small sum of two 
bits, through a newly organized stage company. I 
felt thankful to opposition, as the usual fare was one 
dollar. After breakfast I started out again, un- 
known, without knowing the exact spot to look for 
gold. I looked across the narrow flat to the hill 
opposite, and saw the huge water-spouts rolling and 
washing down the dirt cohtaining gold from the 
richest mine in the county. I gazed longingly, but 
I did not want any of that; and I put in a good 
day's prospecting elsewhere; night overshadowed 
me with thirteen subscribers. I slept well, and 
completed my mine-hunting in Cherokee next day, 
with seven more names to my list; making in all a 
fair allowance for an incorporation. I also suc- 
ceeded in disposing of that lucky plaiting machine, 
and I retired happy, but not to sleep. 

There was a dance that night in the room below 
me, and noisy enough to have aroused the best ar- 
ranged subject in chloroform. It was, as I heard a 
gentleman express it, "a red-hot dance;" queer, but 
appropriate name; for they must been red-hot try- 
ing to keep step with the lightning strains of cat- 
egorical or guttural string of music time that flowed 
along on the same key, with no change, and scarcely 
the usual allowance of minutes given for refresh- 
ments. It was a Washington's birth-night party; 
and if the venerable departed patriot could have 
been an onlooker to that disturbance, he would have 
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appealed, I know, to the shades of his defunct an- 
cestors to revoke the action of his illustrious life. 

But day broke, and with it the fiery scene. I did 
not attend the ball, I suppose, because I had noth- 
ing to wear. A waterproof and umbrella would 
not look good; hence my night of torture. My 
non-attendance was purely willful on my own part, 
for I had many invitations, which I respectfully 
declined; and my lonely suffering was not attended 
by any pangs of jealousy through want of a pass- 
port to the memorable occasion. Morning seemed a 
heaven, as it opened with quiet sunlight which joy- 
ously lit the pathway for the returning stage that 
bore me gladly back to Oroville, where I felt more 
at home, I presume because I had had so many 
homes offered me there. 

I found my books, fifty-seven in number, await- 
ing me for delivery. Also a letter bidding me retire 
from the public stage and return to grief, or Oak- 
land. I rested until Monday, and read for the 
first time the book I had been soliciting orders for; 
I was so disappointed in the size of the complete 
work that it afforded me anything but the pleasure 
I had anticipated through my perusal. The tantal- 
izing gaps of the prospectus were connected only by 
a very short literary thread, and I was attacked by 
a thousand fears. I had been representing it, as 
the Nevada Indian says: "A heap great big 
large," book and I felt that the whole bottom had 
dropped out of my pan, and lost all my gold right 
there in the very place where I was digging for it, 
at the time, too, when it seemed most secure. O, 
changeable Fortune ! how uncertain its coloring. I 
was steeped again in its hopeless blues. I thought 
the people would not take the books as I had lied 
BO about them, and I would be out in the cold com- 
pletely, with no money, and nothing but a deceptive 
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lot of, to me, worthless books. I found that solicit- 
ing names and delivering were two separate and 
distinct occupations. I was always happy when 
receiving my orders, for my business in that form 
was then complete; but, in delivering my books, I 
must call for money ; and could I always get it? A 
ghostly admonition answered emphatically. No! 

Monday morning I appeared before that public 
again with a weaker heart then ever before. My 
books had been consigned to a merchant, and I went 
to him with tottering footsteps. As 1 was paying 
him for a few that I intended to carry out, that 
Jewish proprieter remarked to me: 

" Dem pooks ish tam shmall ! " 

"Yes," I said, "but they are good, though." I 
did not say " tam," but I thought it. 1 gathered 
them under my wings, as any hen might do, for they 
were little enough, being fresh hatched to me, and 
started out with my brood. 




CHAPTER VII. 

EXPECTED to be destroyed completely by 
those dangerous hawks, my subscribers, while 
protecting my young with a tremulous flut- 
ter, as I crossed the street, aiming for rest 
and shelter in the safe beyond. The bank was open. 
I deposited my chicks on the counter, in plain view 
of those whom I felt were obliged to relieve me; 
and shades of disappointment swept over the brow 
of each one as they gauged the dimensions of the 
group I brought them. They received them though, 
and paid me, owing probably to their being early 
Spring, and a dainty lot. I was delivered from my 
torturing pack most joyfully, and went back to the 
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nest for another supply. I lost no time in getting 
throusrh with that uncertain deliverv work ; in two 
days of constant flitting back and forth before the 
awful footlights, the curtain went down over my 
third and last act in Oroville; and I could truth- 
fully say that I was as much displeased with the 
closing scene as any of my patronizing observers ; 
for there was nothing at all agreeable to me except 
the money I received, which seemed little enough 
considering my woniment. 

Everybody was disappointed by the smallness of 
their books ; but they all took them except one lady. 
The merchant told me that she was perfectly good, 
and feeling so sure of her taking the book, as she 
had expressed herself particularly anxious to get 
one, I deferred going to her until I was through 
with other subscribers more doubtful. My newly 
bom had been gaining in strength, and I had ceased 
to think or worry about its youthful appearance. 
When I tried to present that goodly woman with 
her long-looked-for child, " Tom Sawyer," which she 
measured by a glance and absolutely refused to fos- 
ter, I told her that she must take it, as I had or- 
dered it expressly for her by her own desire. 

" Well," she said, " I have not got the money now, 
but if you will come this afternoon I will receive the 
book and pay you for it." 

I called as requested; she was not at home; and 
she kept playing "not at home" till I beat her at 
that game with my persistence, when she changed 
the programme by opening the door just wide 
enough to tell me: 

"I will not take the book, and you need not come 
here again!" 

I felt more angry than surprised at her treatment. 
She was a devout member of the leading Christian 
Church, and I had seen a few of those purely good 
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women before, like her, always so good — to them- 
selves. I was not so much astonished as aggrava- 
ted. She was a lady of means, enjoying the luxury 
of a fine home, supported by a substantial bank ac- 
count, and a want of money was not the cause of 
her refusal to take the book she had ordered. Her 
bank being closed, I left her door with a confirmed feel- 
ing that I did not want to be an angel, and I would 
not with them stand — never — beside such contempt- 
ible frauds. But I was tired and angry that day; 
hence my rebellious sentiments. I carried her book 
back to my room, reflected, slept over it, packed it 
next day, and went again to Cherokee Flat. 

I had hard work getting rid of my books in that 
small town of two hundred inhabitants, being 
obliged to go to many places several times before 
finding anybody at home. There was a funeral in 
progress, which made a great excitement, and no 
wonder, as funerals and " red-hot " dances were the 
only amusements ever aflTorded the people in Chero- 
kee. The place was so very isolated. Everybody 
looked happy; and I was as much amused as the 
inhabitants themselves at seeing the ladies galloping 
on horseback in their fun-e-real, to me, costumes, 
going to join the procession. There was but one 
carriage, it being the only one in the town, I was 
told. The children, who were all out in their " other 
clothes," were having a holiday from school, to see 
the show — the only thing ever exhibited to the pub- 
lic, and that free, a genuine corpse. 

When the heavy earth covering sadly closed from 
view all that remained of that day's gladness, the 
reflective witnesses mournfully sought their homes, 
and so did I, where I succeeded in finding all of my 
subscribers but one miner, who was residing too far 
away, as he intended to be when he so generously 
wrote me his name. By improving the hours well. 
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I got through in time to go back with the return 
stage to Oroville. It being the fourth time I had 
traveled over that charming roadway, the scenery 
had become stale, and I concluded that people did 
not generally go riding in stages for pleasure. With 
the assistance of that very communicative driver, I 
sold my book intended for the absent miner, at the 
"Half-way House," which gave me a very warm 
attachment to the midway building. I have liked 
half-way houses ever since, and I believe everybody 
does, as there always is one. 

Oroville being my home, the birthplace of my 
glorious fame and independence, I was glad to meet 
it again, and get out of that tiresome, backbreaking 
old stage. As I was going up the hotel steps en 
route to my room, I passed a gentleman, one of my 
subscribers, who had received and paid me for his 
book, and I was perfectly willing to let him pass me 
on the stairs, or any place else, as I had my money. 
Finding my room rather close, as it was a warm 
day, I threw open the window, by which I sat 
down to cool my throbbing brow, for I was both 
weary and feverish from the journey and excite-, 
ment. While restfully sitting, the gentle zephyrs 
played softly around — ^greeting me with an enter- 
tainment behind the scenes quite unexpected. I was 
looking off over the town into Feather River, and 
thinking what a beautiful stream it would be were 
its rapidly flowing waters free from the mud and 
mining debris that seemed clogging its lively 
existence, when sounds of voices were wafted 
through the gaping sash, attracting my attention 
from river view reveries. By the deep, low tones, I 
knew they were masculine, and that there were two 
of them. 

" Bob, what's the matter? " Came plainly to my 
hearing, as if the words had been addressed to me. 
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" Nothing. " 

" Nothing ! that s too big a sigh you're heaving up 
there for nothing! Bob? What is it? Broke 
again?" 

" Yes, dead ! " 

" What game ? " 

"Oh, that mancincher, woman! of course." 

" Pshaw, Bob ! come along, old boy, and lets have 
a drink." 

The sighing voice of Bob was familiar to me. it 
had gone down the stairway as I came up. The 
voices ceased, but the breezes came and went, 
fanning refreshingly while still I sat, holding on to 
my money, in happy tranquility. The winds grew 
stronger, and I was about to draw down the case- 
mentj when I became a listener again, through the 
same tell-tale source, to voices more distinct than 
before. 

"Jim, what do you think of that book agent, 
anyhow ? " 

"Think! I don*t think nothing about it, she's 
another cussed bilk ! " 

" Oh, I see, Jim ; you are out three or four dol- 
lars again." 

" Five, by G — d ! damn the women ! " 

I recognized the despondent "Jim." He had 
bought " Tom Sawyer " in full dress morrocco, 
expecting me to — " Come into the garden, Maud." 
I was so pleased that I would have liked to turn 
into an American flag and hoist myself on a liberty 
pole in full mast, where I could, with entire free- 
dom, wave out into ripples of joy at that one com- 
plete victory. 

It was the evening before my departure, and 
twilight while superseding the day's reigning of the 
powerful sun, was toning down the effulgent glare, 
to that dreamy light so subduing in its nature, as I 
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stood on the balcony of the hotel, solitary, leaning 
with arms folded, mentally painting the golden ore- 
bed town, which presented a singular and pictur- 
esque view to my landscape-loving eyes. It was a 
graveyard appearance, with millions of mounds; an 
extensive cemetery of olden standing, compactly 
filled, and outwardly extending from within the 
village limits to miles away into the country 
proper. 

Heaps of earth with varied dressing ; some grass- 
grown, some covered with weeds and dainty flowers 
of nature's own planting; others clad in gravel and 
clods, many of purely stone formation, and others of 
reddish earth freshly thrown, denoting a daily cast- 
ing. This was the surrounding of the little town, 
located on a flat, sandy bar to the Feather Biver, 
that divided the village from overshadowing banks, 
which, in being gutted and washed adown by the 
constant play of hydraulics, gave a similar look to 
the diggings of San Francisco s beautiful hills, torn 
into ugliness by that disturbing and dissatisfied hand 
of man — which was marring, too, the beauty of 
that flowing river — as many another pure life 
stream elsewhere. 

It was a pretty town, clothed richly in verdure 
as bedded in gold ; a desirable place in winter time, 
but debilitating in summer, and inclined to malaria. 
I was speaking with a gentleman regarding the 
extensive fields of placer mines spreading around 
and inclosing Oroville, when he remarked to me: 

" There is nothing singular about it at all, as it is 
simply owing to intense heat. This part of the coun- 
try is so closed in from all sea and other healthful 
air in the summer-time that gold is formed here, by 
the melting rays of the broiling sun dripping down 
into the porous earth, where a cooling process soon 
takes place, making the solid flakes of loose gold 
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which is so plentifully found in this vicinity. Yes, 
it is hot here in the summer-time." 

I had been given verbal histories of the heat before, 
but his was a new edition; and I sometimes think 
that he may have been wrongly informed, for he, 
too, was a winter visitor. But it must be a hot 
place, when modest ladies with aflSuent wardrobes 
will array themselves in Eve s first costume, a simple 
apron, and promenade in their gardens and out-door 
walks. I received this information from a refined 
and wealthy lady, relative to her own summer attire. 
She said that the days were so hot at times that she 
could not keep any clothing on, and she actually 
experimented on fig-leaf aprons, plucked from her 
own large trees, which formed a most refreshing 
sun shade in her Eden-like garden. But finding the 
leaves troublesoiiie to fasten securely around her 
overgrown figure, she resorted to an apron of lawn 
instead, with long ties of the same material, which she 
fashioned into a beautiful bow, with ends and loops 
gracefully drooping at the back of her waist, while 
she fanningly promenaded beneath the fragrant 
orange and varied bloom, in the shady bowers of her 
tropical home, independent of Adam and the outer 
world, from which she was protected by a density of 
foliage most enjoyable to her while abandonly wan- 
dering in that heaven-like attire of the two inno- 
cents of Biblical fame, who so marred all human 
happiness by dooming them perpetually to the wear- 
ing of sinful costumes, with characters, also, bearing 
every sort of crime. What a destructive revolution 
in a quiet life-game did those two simple people 
play upon themselves and all of mankind, while 
peacefully dwelling in that Paradisean garden. 

Twilight gradually withdrew, but still I stood on 
that balustered colonnade, peering through a dark- 
ness relieved only by stars, the twinkled light of 
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which led my sight but faintly to the dim outlines 
of the prospectively digged and gold-bearing country 
that had magnetically drawn me to its natural hold, 
as many others had been drawn when anxiously 
seeking a living share of the precious store secreted 
there in Earth's old bank, its original keeping. 

Night suspended my drawing of an Oroville pic- 
ture, which I was so strangely fated to resume and 
complete in after years, by the queer drif tings of my 
own life's sand through a winding channel, forced 
along in such varied ways that it was compelled to 
return again and depict in detail a scene of kaleido- 
scopic showing in my own checkered life, which was 
weaving a most singular web for me while I uncon- 
sciously dwelt with its opening thread then in the 
shuttle, and working a way through its wondrous 
loom. I retired from the balcony and soon to bed; 
but my actual existence continued the same, curi- 
ously moving even in sleep. 

I arose early next morning, sufficiently so to see 
the sun rise; but owing to a hasty departure, I had 
no time to muse over it, which was a great breach 
of decorum for me to pass by such a rare viewing 
without any recognition or enthusiasm, and I won- 
der now why I could do such a distressing act of 
neglect, when I was given such a glorious and most 
exceptionable opportunity to witness that surprising 
spectacle. But as I am not writing a flowery 
romance, perhaps my perpetuated nightfalls and 
sundowns, without any showing of those olden time 
Presbyterian Quaker gray breaking-day, morning- 
light risings, will be charitably overlooked in this 
every-day, reality depiction. For the sake of vari- 
ety 1 ought to work in a sunrise here somehow, but 
traveling is so expensive and I cannot do it without 
going back to my old farm home and retouching 
one of those distasteful scenes that daily forced itself, 
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I crossed the bay, and went to Roman's for books 
and territory to operate in. They gave me Solano 
County, and by request, two books besides " Tom 
Sawyer," the '*Life of General Custer " and a " His- 
tory of the Centennial Exhibition." I then returned 
to the wharf, where I had left my baggage, and 
bought a ticket for passage in a steamer called the 
New World, which moved me away about four 
o'clock. 

I enjoyed my journey as much as possible, under 
my deathlike circumstances of financial depression ; 
but, although the sun shone brightly through an invig- 
orating and healthful air, I could not somehow 
appreciate the name of that vessel. As I sat with 
myself alone for company, looking away from deck 
over the same water, up and down the same hills of 
San Francisco, Berkeley, and Oakland, all around 
everywhere so entirely familiar, I found it impos- 
sible to convince myself of being anywhere else, 
look where I would, but in the same torturing old 
world I was so used to traveling in; and I retained 
those feelings, too, throughout my voyage. 

I arrived in Vallejo, my destined place, for that 
" low way of life " I was again to engage in, about 
the time the sun was departing and leaving behind 
it the busy evening hour of night-shade drawing, 
which was being rapidly tinted by artificial rays 
as I was driven into the town to the best hotel, 
where I engaged a room, with supper and breakfast, 
for one dollar and a half. It was a nice house, in 
every way first class, but I was afraid to remain in 
it more than one night, with my poor little remnant 
of money, which counted in all just one dollar and 
twenty-five cents. I thought best to leave the hotel 
in the morning, and find a respectable private board- 
ing place, less expensive, as nine dollars per week 
seemed too enormous for me to venture on, having 
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nothing with me to sell. Through inquiry I soon 
found a room with board for six dollars, which I 
gladly accepted as good enough for me. After pay- 
ing two bite for the removal of my trunk, I had 
just one dollar left towards securing my home in 
Vallejo, and I felt decidedly dependent with that 
store, of which I was neither happy nor thankful 
for. 

I remained in my new abode until after lunch 
time, to obtain some information regarding the place 
and people, from the lady of the house. She spoke 
discouragingly of my prospects, while she wished 
me success ; said the working class depended upon 
the Navy Yard for support, which was closed at the 
time, with but little business anywhere doing, and 
she really thought it useless for me to try to do 
anything there. I knew that I could not do any- 
thing without trying, and following her directions, 
I went first to the school librarian, who was a min- 
ister of the gospel, and she thought if anybody 
could he might do me some good. I felt doubtful 
myself, but went, and I found him not only a min- 
ister but a man. He subscribed for my books, and 
sent me away from his house rejoicing. Aside from 
preaching goodness, he practiced it, he said, when he 
could, and 1 believed him; for if he did not bestow 
upon me an easy passport to that heavenly life 
beyond, he had saved me at least three days longer 
in my worldly board and lodgment, and that being 
the object of my visit to him, I was indeed happy. 
He had lifted a load from my mind, doing me a 
Christian service, in that one meeting, with a more 
telling and lasting power than he was aware of. I 
felt grateful to him, as to the watchful providence 
he so actually represented, and I left his goodly 
presence with my spirit of rebellion unexpectedly 
rebuked, quite quelled indeed, and really passive. 
5 



66 Facts: By a Woman. 



From his friendly advice I then visited the schools, 
where I received two subscribers among the teachers, 
after which I returned to my home all bouyant with 
hope, that safe pilot when distinctly supported. My 
landlady was agreeably surprised at my unwar- 
ranted success, and of which she expressed an active 
interest, also in my future welfare; and gave me an 
extended list of likely people that she thought 
would benefit me by giving them a call. 

On April 5th, the second morning after leaving 
Oakland, I boldly entered into the very home cen- 
ter of all corruption — those deluding offices of vice- 
dealing men — which completes the sure moral death 
gauntlet for all forms of respectability that dare to 
venture in its way, except they be in full armor of 
Fashion's late making, which will carry them 
through safely smiling onward in innocence to a rest- 
ing-place in heaven, where they are given homes 
with angels, by this world's artful art of complica- 
ted dressing. 

I confined my work in the business streets during 
the entire day, and received but two subscribers, 
with the unpleasing intelligence that their city was 
beset with canvassers, and that the same books I 
fancied myself the only bearer of, had all been re- 
peatedly introduced there before. I retired that 
night deserted again by my hopeful guide, which 
left me completely in an obscure back seat, with the 
confirmed assurance that my long-looked-for and 
easy-sailing fortune ship would not come in, in Val- 
lejo. I was stranded again, and facing alone an 
uncertain battle with a treacherous tide of that in- 
convenient sea — Poverty — which may be navigable 
by a full watering of grace in the purest stock, sub- 
ject to a well-balanced firm, that can deal only 
without discount (the poor man's portion) to solid 
cast bodies of virtue's best molding, that can alone 
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bear its trials without betrayal of resistance. But 
who wants to sail through a whole life voyage on a 
body that can boast of but a single virtue — that of 
freedom from disgrace? 

I did not, I am sure, as I lay that night canvass- 
ing mentally the entire sea of want, with its count- 
less tributaries and rare showing outleis of the com- 
plete toiling stream, for I was suffering acutely 
through its constant murmurings of unsafe landings. 
But I could see no advantage to be gained by a sui- 
cidal stoppage of such a troublesome existence, 
which never could give me either pleasure or con- 
tentment by its continued burdens. And no mat- 
ter from what viewing, it seemed only a deal in a life- 
stock branch ever exempt from trade, except when 
forced by the cruelty of Fate upon unsatisfied subjects, 
who are as frequently gifted equally in ambitious 
desires with the more favored bodies that so delight 
in looking over from their happily gliding vessels, 
on a sea of prosperity, and preach sermons of sub- 
mission to the wearied toilers in the poorly-clad 
barges, struggling side by side on the rough, rolling 
surface of turbulent adversity, whose sea flows along 
with prosperity and even opulence, which must nec- 
essarily accompany it clean on to the end of the 
same destination. 

In considering the fact, I became more reconciled 
to my lot, for with all my inconveniences, by the 
bearing of poverty, I was still the possessor of one 
really enjoyable sentiment, that of being given the 
same right and way of a final transitory passage to 
the heavenly shores beyond, with the arbitrary mas- 
ters of this earth's ruling wealth; and with that 
single consolation, which was a sweet one to me, I 
willingly submitted my poorly housed form to the 
same coveted arms that are open to all, receiving 
poverty and wealth, in our nightly given circle of 
equality — sleep. 



8 Facts: By a Woman. 

The next day I took my plaiting machine and 
called upon the families, where I received two orders 
for plaiters and one for a book, and I felt revived 
again with hope in advance. I continued my work 
all the week, receiving from two to five orders per 
day for books and machines together, which paid me 
in commission equally the same. I returned home al- 
ways very much fatigued, but amused by some 
ridiculous objects or expressions I had seen and heard 
(luring my calls, which relieved my mind from the 
really wearisome task. As I was going through the 
business streets with my books, I called in a saloon, 
where I found an Irishman and woman seated at a 
table and looking very happy, their happiness de- 
rived I concluded, from the contents of a bottle 
standing on the table by them. As I walked to- 
wards them the man looked at me and said : 

"Say, Miss, have ye got a book that trates on 
love? I*tn shtruck wid love, and by me howly 
mother, I want a book on love ! " 

"Yis, for our blissed vargin's sake, mum, let us 
have love!" was the woman's request, as she gazed 
at me, also, longingly. 

I told them I could furnish them a book treating 
upon the subject of love, as well as any other, and 
if there was any particular one they wanted, I should 
be pleased to get it for them. They both exclaimed, 
he most excitedly at first: 

"Och, ye shwate-spakin' craythur ! git away wid 
yer pratin ! Isn't love in the same bindin' the intire 
worreld over?" and he disgustingly fancied me a 
perfect simpleton, while she hurled her addition to 
his knowing remark, completing their expression 
by saying: 

"Yis, and shtufied wid the same leaves, requirin* 
the same dilicate handlin all the worreld over, ye 
blameyin' huzzy." They were both too drunk to 
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talk of anything but love, and I left them staring 
idiotically and fondly at each other, while I resumed 
my calling with confirmed ignorance. 

I was amused one day, at a private house, the 
front entrance of which was protected by a wire 
screen over the open doorway, where I paused to rap. 
"Come in, dearie, I see you," were the words wafted 
from a room beyond. I opened the passage-way 
and stepped inside, to see an old Irish lady, rigged 
in a short kitchen costume with elbow sleeves oi ye 
olden style, holding her skirts out a la danseuae 
with both hands, and dancing a jig to the finely 
kept time of her own singing music. I thought her 
either crazy or wondrous kind for giving me such a 
benefit, until I got quite close up to her, when she 
dropped her drapery, not so gracefully as quickly, 
excitedly exclaiming, "Och, murther, may the 
saints protict me ! Shure I thought it was Jane ! " 
and she fled into another room, closing the door 
behind her and leaving me alone to applaud, which 
I could have done with much satisfaction. She was 
quite an aged woman, wearing a white frilled cap, 
and looked as comical to me as she had acted. She 
had been mistaken in her visitor, and I sympathized 
with her, while I laughed on my way out. 

On Monday beginning my second week, I went 
to Mare Island to visit the navy yard. As I was 
going ofi* the boat at the ferry landing, a gentleman 
came to me and wanted to know how I was getting 
along; said he had been told I was an agent for 
" Tom Sawyer," and that he wanted a book, and if 
I would go with him to the office building he would 
give me his name. I accompanied him gladly, con- 
sidering myself favored, indeed, as he took me 
through the imposing structure, introducing me to 
different officers as we passed along. I received five 
subscribers, and was directed to go to the private 
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residences on the island, and especially to visit the 
Admiral's dwelling, as he was then at home, and I 
would find him a jolly, good-natured man, fond of 
the ladies, and would surely buy a book from me. 

I walked slowly along on the graveled, flower- 
bordered pathway, filled full of admiration with the 
enchanting scene around me. The day was 
lovely and the island seemed like fairy land, with 
the warm sunshine, and singing birds playing hide- 
and-go-seek amid the tropical mass of flowers, vines, 
and shrubbery surrounding the stately brick man- 
sions, one long row of which were directly facing 
me, the beautiful homes of the officers. I pointed 
my way direct, of course, to secure the expected 
name of the fascinating Admiral. Passing safely 
the armed sentinels that were stationed in front of 
his charming abode, I rang the bell, and was soon 
greeted by a portly, pleasant-looking gentleman in 
uniform, whom I recognized immediately by his 
shoulder-strap, with gold-embroidered border, silver 
foil anchor in center, and silver star at each end. I 
explained my business to him while he rubbed his 
fat hands together gleefully, and very kindly ad- 
dressed me by saying: 

" O yes, yes, certainly, madam ! come right in, 
come in!" I followed him through the inviting 
hall-way, feeling so very happy, until he opened 
wide a door exhibiting a large room, void of every- 
thing but an immense pine store-box occupying the 
center of a floor that would have been entirely bare, 
freed from piles of books and the box centered there. 
" You will observe, madam, he said, pointing to the 
box and floor, that I am exceedingly fond of books I 
but, really, yes, I am sorry to tell you that I have 
got now just one too many for that box! I am go- 
ing away; yes, ah, I am quite perplexed, and beg 
of you, madam, to please excuse me ! " which I cor- 
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tainly did, while he resumed his packing, and I my 
journey, feeling assured that the broad, enticing 
roads of life do frequently lead one to disappoint- 
ment, if not to death. I visited all the homes on 
the island, without any success, except to be treated 
to a good cup of tea and dinner, which was indeed 
a treat most refreshing to me. 

After resting awhile with the hospitable lady, I 
turned my steps homeward. Arriving at the wharf 
again, a gentleman pointed to a ''man-of-war "vessel 
standing near by in port, and said to me, that if I would 
go on board he thought the executive commander 
of that iron-clad ship might patronize me. Follow- 
ing up the gangway, I went aboard as directed, but 
not particularly hopeful, as my late experience with 
the Admiral had rather weakened my faith in com- 
manders, who I thought wore like myself, the j oiliest 
subjects living when receiving patronage themselves, 
but the very last individuals on earth to bestow any 
favor upon the lower-life subordinates — if they can 
avoid it. 



CHAPTER IX. 



MET my represented kindly-disposed exe- 
cutive at the cabin door, where I explained 
my call to him. He invited me to come in, 
and seated me in his parlor, where he looked over 
my books with a seeming interest, while talking in 
a friendly manner of various subjects; but from the 
frequent looks bestowed upon myself by his inquis- 
itive eyes, I soon realized the inferior attraction of 
my books, which he was so actively engaged in 
fondling. But, like "Dr. Primrose's" daughters 
(Goldsmith), I too " had learned to look presumption 




72 Facts: By a Woman. 

out of countenance," a fact he was not long in dis- 
covering, and respectfully returned my books, 
saying: 

" You will have the kindness, madam, to excuse 
me, please; I do not care for any, and will not sub- 
scribe." 

" Certainly, Sir,*' I replied, and as I arose to 
depart he picked a rosebud from a bouquet on his 
table and presented it to me, with good wishes and 
sympathy, while politely escorting me outside the 
vessel, where I left him on deck and retraced the 
gangway going back to the shore, wondering as I 
went how long I could subsist on a rosebud and 
sympathy. 

I worked all the next day for only a partial 
promise to buy a book from me, by a man of 
wealth; a middle-aged gentleman who had been 
shown to me as a ladies man, and who had intention- 
ally put himself in my way upon several occasions. 
He invited me to go to his office rooms, where he 
said he would look at the books with pleasure. 
Failing to obtain any subscribers anywhere else, I 
went at last to the noted presence, and found my 
admirer sitting in luxurious comfort. I took a seat 
at the table by him, upon which I placed my books 
for his requested inspection; while he leaned back, 
thinking and talking of anything but books. He 
asked many questions about myself and the business 
I was ingaged in; said he really thought, as he saw 
me passing back and forth, that I was altogether 
out of place, and he did not like to see me doing it. 
He talked on and on, in the most kindly and sym- 
pathetic mode, trying to convince me that he was a 
good man and that his intentions were entirely hon- 
orable. He would not buy a book, though, and I 
left him sitting in his easy chair, while I thought as 
I went out, that if he had favored me by a purchase 
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of one or more of my books, he might possibly have 
persuaded me into the belief that he was really the 
good angel and gentleman he was trying so to 
appear. 

Reflecting upon dispositions of human nature, I 
worked myself into quite a disgusted state of mind 
by the time I reached my home, where I had not 
been long when I heard my landlady calling to me, 
saying: 

" Tftere is a gentleman in the parlor who wishes 
to see you." 

I straightened out my frowning brow as well as I 
could, and descended to the waiting-room below, 
where I found a fine-looking man, who arose as I 
entered and said to me: 

" I have come, madam, to assist you, by an order 
for a history that I wish to purchase." 

I returned to my room for my order book, won- 
dering on my way, what his object could be, as he 
was a stranger to me, and evidently putting himself 
quite out of his usual course to patronize mo. He 
wrote me his name, which I felt indeed happy to 
receive, having walked and talked all day for noth- 
ing. Yes I felt happy and thankful about one 
moment of time, which was the extension of all the 
real pleasure I enjoyed that day, that solitaire short 
minute consumed in writing his name. 

When through with his welcome, to me, specimen 
of penmanship, which he displayed so gracefully in 
his own signature, conspicuously fine in my order 
list, he settled himself down with a very home-like 
air decidedly distasteful to me. I felt like the sailor 
boy in your " Mariner's Dream " (Diamond), awak- 
ening from heavenly transport, to see " the light- 
ning's red glare painting hell on the sky," from his 
flame-darting eyes, etc., as he rapturously con- 
veyed his admiration for me through an expressive 
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word-painting that his fancy touched bright with 
curious blendings. "Days, months, years, and 
ages shall circle away," doubtless, ere I can obtain 
peace to my soul for the murderous sentiments I 
harbored that night, while listening to that tortur- 
ing wretch, who had taken a great interest in me, he 
said, from the fact that he was also a book can- 
vasser, but of a superior class. He was taking sub- 
scriptions only for a higher order of literature, 
"Serials," "Encyclopedias," "Illustrated Bibles," and 
big books generally. He was a retired settled citizen, 
too, he said — in a cheap room, somewhat like myself, I 
thought — while his tongue wagged on until com- 
pelled to cease its aggravating power by the entrance 
of other parties, home occupants of the parlor, who 
kindly saved me the trouble of killing him. They 
gave me a most joyful deliverance, but for that night 
only, as he haunted me daily afterwards, every 
opportunity, till I left the place, too disgusted 
to deliver him a book — losing my commission 
money rather than meet him again. Through 
him I realized the complete boring qualities of those 
unavoidable pests, the book agents, and I saw my- 
self as others did see me, without longing for any 
other power the " gift to gie me" (Mr. Bums), than 
that polished mirror, the sure representative and 
champion exhibitor of the fraudulent puzzle of the 
human miad — ^Ye Book Agent ! 

Thursday I completed my order taking in South 
Vallejo, a small addition to the main town, a mile 
or two distant, where I received five subscribers, 
sufficient to pay me for my long, tiresome walk. I 
met with an incident somewhere during the lengthy 
pilgrimage, that fastened itself with a permanent 
showing in my mental labyrinth. This persistent 
observation transpired in a long, low, rough-boarded 
building, an extensive machine factory, where there 
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were manj'' men actively employed in various useful 
formations, when I angelically appeared before their 
soot-covered countenances. With a proper amount 
of attention bestowed equally upon all, I was glid- 
ing along happily in my visit of mercy, until I had 
passed about half of those earth- working subjects, 
when my mission was checked by the sudden fall of 
a powerful hand, that grasped one of my arms in 
its hasty descent, accompanied by a voice of equal 
force, that astounded my blood into reverting its 
course through my every vein, from the command- 
ing sounding which sternly bade me to vacate 
instantly the masculine presence. 

*• Didn't you see that notice, woman, o'er the door 
where you entered, that plainly forbids any such 
disturbance as this, of ' No canvassers allowed here, 
nor any business transactions whatever with em- 
ployees during working hours?'" were the persua- 
sive tones that assisted the visible hand that warmly 
escorted me from out the man-i-fold gathering of 
Christian souls, so busily engaged in manufacturing 
implements that must be canvassed and sold to other 
working beings of the great human family. When 
away from the workmen, his clutching strong hand 
released its hold with a positive foin, emphasized by 
the voice, which emphatically exclaimed : 

" Go, now, and do not dare to come in here 
again ! " 

I faced the cannonader with a scowling visage, 
excelling his own; but I simply said, in a retaliating 
tone: "I had seen, I thought, the finest built 
specimens of the animal you represent before 
I came here, but I can truthfully assert, henceforth, 
from to-day, that I have had a personal deal with 
the king ruling beast of this world's entire 
family over which you rightfully reign in your 
full-blooded form, appropriately appointed by God 
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as the father of all hogs. I did not see your 
entrance placard or I should have accepted the 
warning with due respect, but since I have unin- 
tentionally trespassed upon your forbidden premises, 
I trust you will pardon me, and give me the privi- 
lege of returning again and delivering some books 
to your workmen here, three of whom have favored 
me with orders. Can I do so, please, sir ? 

*' Not if I am here and know myself, madam ! " 
he replied. 

*' I will not come then, sir, for there is no danger 
of you straying from your pen or forgetting your 
identity for a moment. You are a hog too well 
defined to ever be mistaken, even in yourself, and I 
shall disturb no further your beastly mire, sir ! good 
day." And I glided away from the shop, to which 
I turned for a parting view, and saw the smoke- 
faced workmen choking with smothered laughter, 
while they clatteringly worked never before faster, I 
thought. I departed from their gaze carrying with 
me a picture of their surroundings and countenances, 
permanently impressed in my mental canvass by 
the indelible stamp of that pig-iron hand-press of 
their brutish commander, whose ruling I despised — 
but I was cross that day. 

I did no more soliciting after his swinish highness 
sat down upon my movements in the machine mak- 
ing camp, but returned to my home and sent an 
order to the city for books and plaiting machines, 
and rested gladly until I received them. I passed 
the time quite pleasantly away while retiring in 
peace. There was an extensive fleet of Russian ves- 
sels in Vallejo harbor at that time, the sailors from 
which afforded much amusement to onlookers of the 
streets, where they would go rollicking along, one 
alone or in squads, flinging out their arms and legs, 
kicking up their feet, spinning around and turning 
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somersaults, both accidentally and purposely, all 
comical looking and seemingly as void of sense as a* 
lot of artificial jumping-jacks acting especially for 
ridiculous entertainment. But, from their occa- 
sional jabber and howling airs, they dispelled all 
idea of their being simply wooden men, so hilarious 
in their varied antics, as they capered through 
drunken fancies to my view from the parlor window, 
where I laughed all fatigue and resentment away 
while watching amusedly that exceptionable distrac- 
tion, which made me forget for the time my dreaded 
task of delivery that soon transpired when my 
mountain awaited me in the express office. 

It was with trembling footsteps I was borne into 
their presence, for I had no money to pay for a few, 
not even enough for one. It was a most trying 
emergency, but I braved it through, trusting 
entirely to the names I had in my order books to 
grant me security. Their influence was good, and 
the expressman gave me a few, which I soon deliv- 
ered, returning again with the money and getting 
more, and so on till I had paid for and disposed of 
all. I settled for my board, and was free once more 
from that torturing bill which my goodly landlady 
had so trusted me with — because she could see no 
other way to do. But she was really a good woman, 
kind and willing always to oblige me in any way she 
could. 

Vallejo was a scattering and hilly place, tiresome, 
indeed, to walk over ; but, aside from my work of 
labor and suspense, I enjoyed my stay, meeting with 
many friendly and very kindly disposed people. My 
hostess did not take a book from me, but presented 
me with one dollar instead, as she told me good-bye, 
saying, when she placed the money in my hand: 

" Take this mite, with my good wishes for your 
future ; you have succeeded beyond my expecba- 
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tions, but your success is deserved, for you have 
worked to gain it." 

Tuesday morning, June 24th, I was a stage-pas- 
senger again, en route to Benicia, fourteen miles 
from VaUejo, over an undulating farming country. 
Being alone in the stage, my short journey gave me 
nothing of note, seeing nothing particular on the 
way, except several large flocks of emaciated sheep 
that were being driven northward for better fare, 
having been starved out of a southern home, on 
account of no rain. Through the kindness of the 
stage-driver, I was driven directly to a private fam- 
ily, where I was given a pleasant room with good 
board for six dollars per week. I arrived in Benicia 
about noon-time, refraining from work until the 
next morning. I was somewhat discouraged, and 
no less amused, by the expressions of my landlady, 
who could not appreciate the nature of my calling, 
and repeatedly said to me: 

" You will not do anything here, I know, it is not 
worth while for you to stop, you will not get three 
subscribers in the place, and I know it. There are 
too many going around in that business, somebody 
new nearly every day ; why, there was a woman 
here not three days ago with books, for which she 
said she did not get a single order. Of course^you 
can do like the rest, try — but I tell you there are too 
many like you around ! " 

I realized full well that there were too many can- 
vassers around, but I doubted that particular like- 
ness to myself, or I tried too at least, for I detested 
the name, and all characters of book agents. I 
went away from my landlady humming the song of 
" That fellow that looks like me," repeating, •' Oh 
how I would like to kill him ! " 
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CHAPTER X. 

fOW I would like to kill them all, and my- 
self too, I thought, as I pondered on my way 
to the settlement of schools, a varied collec- 
tion of which formed the chief source of 
trade in that elongated town, stretching along, over 
hills that were sparsely inhabited, nearly two miles in 
length, one end closing with the arsenal or Govern- 
ment buildings, the other with an extensive tannery. 
The schools being central, I visited them first, as 
the trying point. I found them all as represented, 
dwelling in massive structures, invitingly located, 
dealing in every desirable information gleaned from 
book education assistantly imparted to hundreds of 
pupils from various homes throughout the Golden 
State, by capable, obliging, and instructive teachers 
and principals, all teeming with knowledge, but 
with such sameness of manner that I was in no 
way benefited with the monotonous effect produced 
upon my stupidest of brains by their one invariable 
expression of " No, thank you, we have all the books 
we care for here," and I concluded not to attempt 
their course, as I should be required to refit myself 
with a complete change of text-books there, as in 
all other schools, to receive any advantage from my 
attendance. But they were things, I discovered, all 
right in their way, as I was myself, individually, 
right in their way, and I generously departed. 

It was a long walk, but I must take it, going 
from the schools to the arsenal, which I did by call- 
ing at all houses on my way. But the sun was so 
hot, and my wiEilk so tiresome, that I made a poor 
canvass upon my arrival there. I was treated again 
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to a refreshing dinner, by a charitable lady, one of 
the officers' wives, and to a cooling glass of lager 
by another lady in one of the rose-bedecked homes 
of that military staff — kindnesses that I cannot for- 
get. The commodore favored me with an order for 
my best paying-book, which gave me a good lead 
to other gentlemen in the grounds, four of whom 
also wrote me their names. I returned home in the 
evening with five subscribers. My landlady thought 
I did well. 

Next day I visited the business houses, and others 
near by, receiving in doing so four good names. My 
hostess was again surprised. 

Friday, the 27th, I canvassed the large tannery, 
with the superintendent's permission, which he kindly 
gave me. After subscribing himself, and paying 
me in advance for the two books he ordered, he said 
to me: 

"Go through at your leisure, and speak to all 
that you can. There are many men engaged here, 
some of whom are not married, and are fond of 
good reading; they have money, too, to give you for 
a book, if they will. 'Live and let live' is my stand- 
ard life-motto, please reserve all thanks, madam, for 
your other subjects. This thanking a person for 
doing a positive duty is a far-fetched ceremony that 
I never can accept. What are we made for, but to 
help one another? Go interview my workman, 
madam, and God grant you success." 

I left his presence, as from Grod on high, feeling 
contritely subdued. I passed quickly along through 
the lengthy building, stating my mission, with the 
titles 01 the books, to each man that I could reach, 
all of whom treated me with the same kindly respect 
corroborative of their master's own character. I 
received seven subscribers in all, with pay in 
advance for three books, from the superintendent 
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and workmen of the tannery. My landlady thought 
it was wonderful. I laughed at her enthusiasm, 
and enjoyed my success particularly as she had dis- 
couraged me so at beginning ; but, as I told her, we 
can do nothing without trying, and it is never too 
late to do anything, if we begin in time. 

Saturday I added three more names to my list, 
all that I had hoped to get in the place, and I 
retired again to wait the arrival of my books. I 
sold no machines, as the city firm had closed out of 
my favorites, and the books were then, and to be, 
my only support. From the effects of walking so 
much through the heat, I was suffering intensely 
with soreness of my feet, and was glad indeed to 
indulge in a rest. There were two soft corns come 
between my toes, that seemed punishment enough 
to me for all the wicked deeds I had ever done. By 
bathing them frequently in pure cold water and 
using applications freely of face-prepared chalk, I 
eventually cured them, but they tortured me daily 
for many long months. 

I met wit£ quite a relief when delivering my 
books to the arsenal, which were carried with my- 
self the entire way by a grocery man in his delivery 
wagon. Considering my sore feet, the weight of 
the books and the distance through the heat, I 
appreciated that drive. I found my subscribers and 
received my money, and was happily walking away 
homeward from the military depot, when I met 
with an adventure appearing in the form of a lone 
man — a peddler with a large pack on his back, 
which he removed gently to the ground as^ I was 
about to pass him. After bidding me the time of 
day, he began quite a conversation. He wanted to 
know how I was succeeding, hoped I was doing well, 
as he always liked to see everybody prosper. He 
then gave me a history and experience of his own 
6 
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life, with all the whys and wherefores causing him 
to engage in a commercial traveler's occupation. 
He had been a minister of the gospel once, he said, 
but had been obliged to give up his congregation — 
which action I did not doubt at all — and go abroad 
out into the world for recreation, to benefit his 
declining health. 

He was a wonderful man ! and had not only a 
full dry goods and variety store box with him, I 
saw, but an unlimited supply of worldly and 
heavenly knowledge, which he dealt out freely to 
me, without either wholesale or retail price. He 
was doing well, he said, making always at least 
three dollars per day, and was a good man, too. He 
expressed the gllfetest sympathy for me, but he 
really thought I would do better if I would take 
more useful articles with me to sell than books, for 
he was a learned man. He had been a reporter on 
the Chronicle staff for a shoFt time during his 
first advent into country pastures, but the firm was 
unreliable, and his issues were not warranted suffi- 
ciently to be cashed, and he withdrew his services 
from that treacherous body. 

He was a companionable man, and increased in 
sociability; began to compliment me as a woman of 
business and attractive appearance. In fact he 
thought he had struck a ** bonanza " in me ; wanted 
to call upon me and continue the acquaintance, as 
he was lonely too, and, well, by combining the two 
firms everything would be extremely lovely, with 
an extensive demand for varieties. I was tired, and 
lonesome too, but I could see my way through 
Benicia without any assistance from his stock in 
trade, and I thanked the reverend gentleman, made 
to him obeisance, and rejoicingly passed on to fill 
my remaining orders — all excepting one, the dic- 
tator of which had failed in money matters, and I 
was not distributing presents. 
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May 2d, I settled my bill with my hostess, and 
left her reluctantly; she had made my home pleas- 
ant with her, and I was feeling unusually blue as I 
walked along alone, that pleasant afternoon, towards 
the ferry-boat that was to bear me away to the next 
town, over the Straits of Carquinez, distant three 
miles from Benicia. But I had not gone far till I 
discovered a gentleman by my side, who grasped 
my hand suddenly and began talking in a very 
social manner. I had met him before, and knew 
his business, but not his name. He had not given 
me an order for a book, and, of course, there was 
nothing in his name for me. I supposed he was 
going necessarily my way, and happened to over- 
take me ; but I had proceeded only a short distance 
when I found in him another forlorn object seeking 
a companion to his misery. He was filled and over- 
flowing with sympathy for me, expressing it in 
actions, looks and words, all the way to the ferry- 
boat. He wanted to treat me to some wine before 
going aboard, and to extend his kind attentions on 
into the future. I refused his offers, thanked him 
for his good wishes, while he remained with me a 
most attentive companion until the boat began to 
move, when he gave me a pressing hand-shake, a 
sincerely affectionate and sad parting look, and 
returned to shore. God help you, man, and God 
help us all, was my silent appeal to the supreme 
ruling power, as I stolidly watched that home- 
retreating form. 

I was not left alone long to meditate over the sor- 
rowful case, but 1 hope he has found relief from his 
loneliness long ere this, my mind being diverted by 
the tall form of an aristocratic-looking gentleman, 
who seemed to be, too, in a studied mood. He stood 
in the doorway of that little cabin, looking off into 
the water, as we moved along over its bubblinor 
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surface. There was a something, not common in 
that man, I thought, as I watched his expressive 
profile, until he turned around and walked into the 
cabin, taking a seat directly opposite me, we two 
being, and remaining so, the only inside passengers. 
He looked at me with eyes that seemed to go clean 
through me, dissecting my whole being, by their 
keenly cutting gaze, while I looked over the waters 
through the opening he had left. 

Breaking a silence finally becoming disagreeable, 
I remarked to him : "The travel tins way is not 
very extensive.*' 

" Dull, I suppose,[always," he replied, " as there is 
nothing there in Benicia but those pent-up schools 
of brain- working children. I am glad, indeed, that 
that the school part of my life is over and that I am 
a man. I do not care about any more boy in my 
existence," he said, seemingly talking more to him- 
self than to me, as he looked away through the 
cabin. Turniog again, he addressed me, saying: 

"Boat riding is a very easy way of travel, isn't 
it?" 

"Yes," I replied, " it always seems to me as if the 
whole earth, everything, in fact, is standing per- 
fectly still, except the vessel bearing us over." 

*' Would to God that it were ! " he exclaimed. 
"What do you think of this life? do you think it a 
paying occupation to live ? " 

•*I hardly know, sir; equally remunerative, per- 
haps, as to die. I am afraid, sir, you are suffering 
from some late disappointment, with its consequen- 
tial fit of blues; cause, woman, I suppose," I said 
laughing. 

'* No, madam, I have bad my crosses and pleasures 
with women, or I would not be a man ! There are 
none of them now, I think, or men either, that can 
ever again trouble me with much pain or pleasure. 
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I am simply tired, tired of everybody, and myself 
and of all. We are nothing but a prey upon one 
another, at best; friendship and love are the only 
ties that bind us agreeably to life, and we cannot 
depend upon either; cannot depend upon anything, 
anybody; no, not even upon ourselves. We do 
things that we think we never could, or would do. 
Love is a magnetic trap, with an alluring attach- 
ment, but no safeguard. Friendship, if true, is the 
one grand boon given to us, but so rarely, indeed, 
that it seems not to exist. Fraud ! fraud ! stamps 
the whole ! 

. " You may call it blues, if you will, you have 
them, too; the same sentiments that I have just 
expressed are your own, I see them shining from 
your eyes, as I say them to you, and you are just as 
tired of this maddening play we are acting in as I am. 
Yet you laugh, while I rant. Like myself, you will 
never be happy. We are both too real, see life too 
plainly as it is, and not as it seems. You will stop 
in Martinez, I presume ? " 

" Yes, for a short time," I said. 

"I regret that I do not; I am going back on 
return steamer to San Francisco, thence to China 
and the Old World. I should like to meet you again, 
as there is a something about you that makes me 
feel better as I talk to you ; you understand me as 
few people do." 

The vessel ceased to move, while everything out 
around sprang into the bickering life again, as we 
reluctantly stopped ashore. He took my hand with 
a friendly press, when saying the simple, and most 
sad and impressive word — " Farewell " — Cleaving me 
alone once more in a strange town; and as I looked 
back over the sparkling wator, I wished in my heart, 
as the strange gentleman had done, that everything 
was still on earth and that we could have sailed on. 



86 Pacts: By a Woman. 




CHAPTER XI. 

ERILY, I was being punished for refusing 
the accommodating life services of my poor, 
ardent Benicia friend, that I had left on the 
other side, whom I rewarded only with sym- 
pathy, a charity gift, containing no earthly benefit. 
My deed of selfishness returned to me, as I hunted 
through Martinez, a stranger, looking for a private 
boarding-place — which I could not find, with re- 
peated inquiries. There were no boarders, I was 
told, kept in the town, except at the public houses, 
built especially for them. What an exceptiona- 
ble retired community of families this must be, I 
thought, as I entered a hotel at last, wearied and 
blue with envy of those quietly mocking homes, 
that I had been searching so extensively for a cheap 
and peaceable resting-place, which they all refused 
to give me. I obtained a room in the public man- 
sion, having a good outside view and every way 
pleasant, for the sum of eight dollars per week, with 
board. The price did not trouble me, as I could pay 
for it ; I had cleared from all ray expenses,just forty- 
seven dollars in money, and five books with me to 
sell. Considering the amount of capital I had 
started out with, that is, the borrowed five-dollar 
gold piece, which I had returned in full, I felt that 
I had not done such a bad month's work, after all; 
it was just one month from the time I left Oakland. 
I spent the afternoon, or the remaining part of 
it, quietly resting my aching feet and otherwise 
tired body. The day being warm, I sat with much 
satisfaction by the open window, as it gave me a 
fine view of the water straits, through the fiutter- 
ing foliage of large trees in front, which formed a 
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trysting place for the wild birds to warble their 
songs of love— ^uets and solos — with full chorus. 
How sweet their voices came to me in that glad- 
some rest, but not so sweet were those of two men 
who were stopping somewhere underneath, or near 
that window-sill. 

" Look out for fun now, Sam !" were the words 
borne to me with their due response through at- 
tractive tones, but not from birds in the trees. 

" What's up now, Ike ?" 

** Why, havn't you seen her? that book agent that 
came over from Benicia to-day. Lord, I thought 
everybody knowed it !" 

I drew backward from that refreshing window, 
acutely sensitive that my dreams of happiness had 
broken away, throwing me suddenly and shrink- 
ingly into my daily routine, showing me my real 
position, while the birds twittered on. And when 
I entered the public dining hall that night, I was 
quite convinced of the truthfulness of the outside 
remarks I had heard through the window, for surely 
" everybody knowed it," and was there, expecting 
me. 

I had a good bed and slept well, and arose in the 
morning feeling quite refreshed and unusually 
happy for having made my debut the evening 
before, which was a part of my agency life I always 
dreaded. I never could get used to it. 

As my expected form had been presented to the 
Martinez public, I began my work in the morning 
of May 4th, with a satisfied feeling that the inhabi- 
tants of that town of one thousand people in num- 
ber would be quite disappointed if I did not appear. 
I walked along through the main street leading to 
the Court House, with a self-conscious air of being 
a star of considerable gravity — perhaps a comet — 
over some of my admirers on the way. I wanted 
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to be one, as I endured their gaze, while passing 
among them ; and I did have the satisfaction of get- 
ting the better of a few of them ere I made my exit 
from their earthly presence. 

I went into the court buijding first, where I ob- 
tained three good names of officers, after which I 
called in the business houses, without any more suc- 
cess than promises, if I would come again. One 
quite aged man said to me : — 

" I would buy a book from you, MLss " — his eye- 
sight was weak — " if I were a young man. You see 
all of my boys think I am an old man, and have 
no business with anything much any more; but if 
it wasn't for their confounded watching me all the 
time I would buy a book, and you, too, if I could 
get you; it's no use, though; good day. Miss.*' And 
he totteringly walked, with the assistance of a sub- 
stantial cane, away from my gaze. 

May 5 th I tried the business men again, making 
a thorough canvass, and received seven subscribers, 
meeting with one funny character that amused me 
as much as the original " Colonel Sellers," dressing 
and acting a fo/i simile of that entertaining play 
gentleman. He was in an office with another gen- 
tleman, who was the real proprietor of the place, 
but he ("Colonel S.") did all the talking, did all 
the buying, paid all the money, and carried 
on extensively the business of the whole establish- 
ment. He had a great passion for books, and was 
delighted when an agent came around, giving him 
another opportunity to get more. He had piles 
upon piles of books at home, and he was going to 
increase his pile, and astonish the reading masses 
with his extensive stock of literature. Enraptured 
with business excitement, he wrote his name in 
each one of my three order books, while he enum- 
erated the usefulness and great amount of benefit 
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that Le would derive from those additional works. 
Having finished his own signatures he turned my 
attention to the silent gentleman sitting at the desk, 
saying, as he indicated him to me with the pencil in 
his hand : 

" You see that man, madam ! There is nothing 
mean about him; he will take a copy of each 
of your books, too ; and I'll see that he does it; 
and to save him the trouble now, I'll iust write his 
name down here for him." 

The gentleman sat calmly examining a package 
of papers, with an amused expression of coun- 
tenance, irrepressible through his twinkling eyes, 
while his name was being used so freely. After the 
orders had all been written plainly and completely, 
he passed the books back to me in the most excited 
manner, as he emphatically exclaimed: 

" You are an angel, madam ! dealing only in good- 
ness; for by your enlightening presence you have 
lifted a darkened soul from a straying pathway into 
the safety road, and your books will teach me afresh 
again the truthful lesson that knowledge is power, to 
which we all must succumb. I declare, madam, you 
are the bearer here of genuine specimens of the 
world's standard instructors, and I just tell you now 
that you have got the purest article made for the 
human sufirage; there is more money, too, and solid 
use, madam, in books than anything I know of; 
and I am going right into the business myself. I 
only wish you had more of them." 

I went out from that office laughing so loud and 
heartily that I made the sidewalk loungers laugh to 
see me laughing so as I hastened by, returning to my. 
home as soon as possible, to escape the wondering 
street spectators of my uncontrollable mirth. 
Although that man had so magnanimously bestowed 
upon me those written orders for six books, I knew 
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full well there was nothing in either of those names 
for me but a huge joke, which was much to me after 
all. They had furnished me with a side-shaking 
farce that drove dull care away whenever I would 
recall the scene, doing me as much good and more 
than money would have done at that time, giving 
me one thing truly that cash cannot buy, a free 
trading laugh. 

I met the kindly donor of those subscription 
names on the street, several times, after I received 
them, when he would always shake hands with me, 
enthused over the book business. I did not order 
his valued property, as he had hard work, I was told, 
to get money enough to keep his family in neces- 
saries and himself from suffering with want — of 
whisky. He was a gentleman, though, and realized 
well the value of both money and books; but was 
only another example of those earthly trickeries — an 
ill-spent fortune and a wasted life. 

Tuesday morning I arose early and finished my 
work in Martinez by filling the orders for seventeen 
books, all the legitimate ones I obtained in the place. 
My landlady seeing that I was disposed and trying 
to work for my own support, assisted me by taking 
one of my best paying books, which made my 
board bill seem easier, with only an additional cause 
to remember her as a kindly woman. 

The wild song birds were singing their lullaby's 
in their leaf-covered resting-places in the evening 
when my work was done in Martinez, and I filled 
a vacant seat in the public conveyance that trans- 
ported me, with three gentleman passengers, to the 
•village of Pacheco, located five miles distant. 

The evening was delightful, the road not rough, 
and although I was the only woman in that vehicle 
with strange men, I enjoyed the ride as a pleasant 
change from my everyday tiresome walks; and in 



Pacts: By a Woman. SI 

~- — - ■ ■ 

passing by the cheerful-looking homes of many 
farmers on the way, I was carried back in mem- 
ory's dream, when seeing the barns, to my own 
girlhood home, where I tumbled in innocence a child 
in the hay. 

The curtain of night had drawn completely down, 
shading from daylight view the strange village to 
me, as we entered into it. There being but one 
hotel in accommodating order at that time, of course 
it was the best, and I deposited myself therein. 
Having eaten my supper in Martinez, I was ready 
to occupy my bed in a little room which I had se- 
cured at the usual price of eight dollars per week, 
with board. I retired early, thinking I would have 
a good rest before beginning my work next day. 
But oh, horrors ! I found that my bed contained 
other occupants beside myself — a species of being 
that I had come in contact with more than one time 
throughout the Eastern States in the summer-time, 
but this was my first introduction to their society 
in California. 

They were a kind of creature not companionable 
at all to rest and sleep. Good, lively company al- 
ways for the sense of wakefulness. But I wanted 
sleep, and I longed for Cowper's desired cot which I 
had read about being so peacefully sheltered in a 
contiguity of shade, but as the night, in slowly 
spending its boundless coloring of darkness, grew 
monotonous to me, I would have accepted most 
gladly a cot in an open country, even in a Broadway 
public sunshine, anywhere located, to escape those 
uneasy companions I was doomed there to dwell 
with without a single spot for rest. But turn as I 
would it could not be found, except as I fancied it 
in the " sweet by-and-by," which by faith I could 
see it afar from my bed company that would not 
give it to me, no matter how appealingly I repeated 
the popular phrase to their rest-refusing bodies. 
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They were too curious and observing, kept con- 
stantly roaming and exploring, traveling back and 
forth, over, underneath and around me all night 
long— ^and the night was long. I grew very tired 
and angry, knowing that extermination would only 
aflford relief from such a meddlesome tribe. I 
wrathfuUy began a defense by striking and twist- 
ing, rubbing and throwing myself around promis- 
cuously. I succeeded in conquering a few of the 
tender ones. I knew that I did, although not seeing 
them, by the odor coming from their expiring breath, 
which was not a delicious perfume, but it filled my 
soul with delight to inhale the fumes of their dying 
life. I struggled with them till clear daylight, when 
I slept at last from pure exhaustion, but so tired a 
sleep that I did not feel like soliciting for anything 
when I awoke, except bombshells to fire at the mur- 
derous camp I had lodged in. I was short of money, 
though, having invested my capital in books, and 
had to go to work to dispose of them, as I had no 
convenient clerk to do the labor for me. 

May 9th, after a late breakfast, I went out into 
the town, to be surprised, as all strangers are at the 
first viewing of Pacheco, to see the majority of 
houses and sidewalks standing high up on stilts, or 
substantial long wooden legs. Upon inquiry, I 
learned that the extra appendages were attached to 
those resident structures to prevent them from mak- 
ing boats of themselves during the rainy season, as 
they nearly always stand in a flood of water in that 
wet time. Finding the small village with but one 
business street, and that a very short one, I made a 
thorough inspection of it, going down one side and 
up the other, calling upon the proprietors of each 
house as I made my tour. During my pilgrimage 
through that thoroughfare I was surprised, indeed, to 
meet a familiar face, an acquaintance of Oakland, 
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whom I had known there as a Tribune worker, and 
I felt at home again while talking with him. He 
was residing in racheco, acting as editor and pub- 
lisher of the Paeheco Times, ^e gave me a friendly 
notice in his paper, which doubtless assisted me to 
many pleasing receptions in his town and county, 
and which action I did fully appreciate as a real 
benefit of monied value. 




CHAPTER XII. 

OBTAINED five subscribers, and returned 
home early in the afternoon to use some of 
my persuasive powers on the secreted 
marauders in my resting-place. With a bowl of 
cold water, and any amount of patience and per- 
severance and active labor, I succeeded in ferreting 
out and quenching the final thirst of an army, after 
which I was tired enough to lie down and sleep com- 
fortably on anything that would keep still, and I 
"put me in my little bed" without commanding 
help from sister, or waiting either to say my even- 
ing prayer. But I did bow down over the linen of 
my couch with filial devotion and critical examina- 
tion, as I turned back with satisfaction the covering, 
which action presented me with a scene comparable 
to any battle-field after a severe conflict. It had 
the same stained and deserted appearance with an 
odor equally perceptible but not similar, for there 
was never a scent known to exist like it. Having 
fought and bled for a season, and place of rest, I en- 
joyed the privilege as one truly blest, and slept 
soundly, triumphant over ye bed-bug ! 

Thursday, the 10th, I arose quite refreshed and 
concluded my canvass in the families, meeting with 
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no success. I was about to receive an order from 
the gentleman of a house, whose boy was teasing 
him for the book, " Tom Sawyer," when his wife 
remonstrated by calling him pet names — as a fool, a 
dolt, and other titles of equal endearment — for want- 
ing to buy any more books : 

" You have got more now than you ever make 
use of; and I don't see what on earth you want to 
go foolin' away your money buyin any more for, 
for nothin only to pile up here for me to dust, and 
take care of; but you'll not git any more now, 
while I keep your house, I can just tell you that!" 

She emphasized particularly her closing remark, 
with a proper accompaniment of gesticulation, as 
she snatched the prospectus book from out his trem- 
bling hand and poked it back to me, while opening 
wide the door, saying, " Here, take your trash now 
and march on, you can't leave any here, while I 
know my mind; and don't you forget it!" 

" Your impression upon me is permanent, madam !" 
I replied, as I passed out with a retiring bow, that 
she did not consider pleasing, for she closed the 
ample passage-way she had so widely opened for 
me in a manner quite ungentle. She had, during 
the entire service, looked at me suspiciously, as if 
I was intending some intrigue with her husband, 
who had walked out of the house, too ashamed and 
disgusted to wait the closing ceremony, which she 
performed in true economicaF housewife style. And 
if she was not a passenger on the direct road of econ- 
omy to wealth, she was subject to the whims of its 
chief engineer. Meanness, the sure builder of that 
royal way, was the photographic semblance of her 
expressive character, which I bore away so fixedly 
in my remembering camerade. 

Innocent of any further attachment for her chary 
husband, I returned to my home intentionally bent. 



Pacts: By a Woman. 95 

though, by some unforeseen guidance, to admire that 
man exceedingly afterwards, when he sent his boy 
to me with money to buy his coveted book, " Tom 
Sawyer." I never called upon the gentleman again, 
nor anyivhere met him, but I thankfully received 
his patronage, with a most kindly remembrance. 

Aa I was on my way home from that woman's 
reception, I saw some school children going, too, on 
their homeward way. One little girl I noticed par- 
ticularly as they approached me nearly, she shied off, 
with a finger actively at work in her mouth, while 
she looked at me as if I were something entirely 
different from other women. I ceased my walk and 
addressed her, asking, " Are you afraid of me, dear ?" 

" No, no ma'am, she said, " but, but my mamma says 
you, you, isn't nice !" 

" Indeed 1 why does she say that ? She does not 
know me !" I said. 

"She, she says you's not nice — cause" you, you 
goes in so with the mens !" 

" Oh, I only go to see if they will buy my books, 
and there is no harm in that is there ?*' 

** Well, well, I don't know, ma'am ; my mamma 
says so, anyhow, and I, I — musn't talk to you." 

Her finger rapidly worked in her free-speaking 
mouth while she moved along, and so did I, towards 
my little room, where I could sit me down and qui- 
etly rest my tired, roaming eyes upon fancied pic- 
tures on the walls of my home* " Youthful Scenes," 
•'Beautiful Snowflakes," " Pictures of Innocence,"pu- 
rified and framed only into angelic form by the play- 
ful hands of childhood. I went ^back to the hotel, 
and my small room, wondering what kind of a liv- 
ing I would get if I depended upon my own sex to 
give it to me. 

In the evening of that day I decided to go to the 
next town, a very small village two miles away, go- 
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uig l>y the Martinez stage, which did not come till 
dark. I made my short journey by moonlight, but 
not quite alone for there was another — man — with 
me. It seemed singular to me that there were sel- 
dom any women travelers when I was one, and a 
curious coincideixce. But I had started out so very 
independent, and alone from the first, that I seemed 
doomed to keep on so; and being a book agent, I 
had not much in common with my oWn sex any- 
how, although I could not complain with regard 
to treatment by them, as it had been, with but few 
exceptions, kind and charitable indeed. From my 
own experience I knew full well that women, as a 
rule, have so many necessary outlets for the small 
amount of capital they are usually intrusted with, 
that books, really, not being an absolutely required 
article, are too much of a luxury for them to in- 
dulge in — ^no matter how gladly they would like to 
furnish themselves with a treat and render me assist- 
ance by their patronage. 

I arrived in Concord, however, perfectly safe, so 
far as that stranger man was concerned, for he very 
respectfully let me alone as I did him. I felt in a 
meditative mood, and indulged in it till I reached 
my destination. As I had eaten my supper before 
my journey, I went, after examining the cot, imme- 
diately to bed, where I was glad to see that I could 
and did rest well until morning. After breakfast I 
showed my books to the gentlemanly proprietor of 
that leading hotel, who kindly gave me an order, 
with directions about the little town. I found the 
place small indeed, as represented to me previously, 
and the population mostly Spanish. Noon-time 
finished my soliciting there, with the few mixed in- 
habitants, the majority being full-blooded Spaniards, 
speaking little or no English. I visited the school 
which was in session, kept by a white man teacher. 
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who showed me his class of pupils, and I thought I 
must be out from the binding of* civilization as I 
gazed upon those bare-footed, oddly-clad, black- 
haired and brown-faced children; nearly all in the 
school were Spanish. 

Seeing a large house, showing off beautifully at 
quite a distance from the town, I thought I might 
spend an afternoon pleasurably and profitably by 
a walk into the country on that charming May day. 
I began my rural excursion soon after dinnier, me- 
andering slowly along, admiring all the sights and 
sounds in nature's grounds, which are always most 
enjoyable to me. The landscape picture was fresh 
and fine, while green hills loomed upon either side . 
of a cultivated farming vale, dotted here and there 
with country homes, shaded by clustering trees of 
wild-wood, and orchards bearing fruit, with Mount 
Diablo, the towering hill, highest toward Heaven^ 
pointing sentinel over all. I opened the gate that 
let me into the spacious lawn containing the invit- 
ing-looking home, so restful to my view as I f oUowad 
up beneath sheltering oaks and stately poplars, the 
broad carriage-way to the mansion door, which I 
^itered^ loolung around me in speechless astonish- 
ment. 

The home that I had been fancying so delight- 
fully charming, presented no comforts whatever to 
my wandering eyes. The floors were bare, all that 
I could see, with sheetless, straw-stuffed bed-ticks 
lying in comers for beds, with soiled blankets at 
random on top for covering. If there were any 
comfortable things at all in that house, I was too 
dumbfounded to see them. The family all came 
forward ; some of the members, who were lounging 
dreamily on their floor-spread couches, arose lan- 
guidly to see the cause of their disturbed reveries, 
as I stepped upon the naked boards. And such a 
7 
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ffbmily group I never saw before, and never exp@et 
to see again in a fine-looking house, on cultivated 
land. They were wholly Spaniards, and of a lower 
class I thought, as they were scantily clothed, indo- 
lent and rough-looking — in all sizes, from an infant 
up — and not one of them speaking or understanding 
a word of the confused language of the Americana 
representative standing before them. And we 
looked at one another with equal wonderment^ as if 
suddenly stricken with the power of glamour. I 
went away &om the mystified scene, reflecting 
upon the use of broad avenues, leading people 
astray, like the one I was just escaping from. 
Truly, one-half the world don't know the ouier half 
till they become acquainted. 

With all my extensive walking over shaded paths 
and ways that were not so well protected, leading 
me to 1^ places, both public and private, I received 
but three subscribers. I might have had a fourth 
demand for one of my bool^, had it not have been 
for that spirit of pure selfishness that ever predom- 
inated over my existence. I had retired to my 
room immediately after supper, to enjoy a season of 
quiet which always afforded me much pleasure after 
J day's canvass, b^ut I was not given 5he privne«e 
that night. The landlord came to my door and told 
me that if I would go with him to the parlor he 
would introduce me to a gentleman who would take 
one of my books, which was incentive enough for 
me to give up my evemng's reverie; and I went to 
the parlor, feeling wearied but happy. I received 
the introduction to the gentleman, who requested 
me to get my books, as he would like to see them 
again. I had shown them to him, or tried to, 
rather, during the day, but he was so unusually 
busy with his customers just then that he could not 
take time to look at tnem. He was a merchant. 
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and no exception to other dealers in merchandise, I 
thought, as I always found them doing a most ex- 
citing trade ; and I left him as a thing of the past, 
never expecting or caring to see him again, while 
he bustled around tying up imaginary packages. 
But night shades drew down over that extensive 
trader, closing him out for a time, leaving him re- 
flections of lus daylight doings, when he was not 
so busy, and his thoughts came differently; hence 
his evening call upon me. 

I climbed the stieiirs again and soon produced my 
books, which I placed on the table before him, seat- 
ing myself at the same little board. He talked of 
various places, persons and things, as he looked at 
one book; apd then at another — lajdng down the 
first one, taking up the last, to put that down and 
begin over with the first again, turning the leaves 
slowly and carefully, as if there were some secret 
thing hidden away from his view in those darkened 
pages that he could only fathom by a thoughtful 
research. He arose and walked across the floOr and 
closed the parlor door, which the thoughtless land- 
lord had purposely left ajar ; returning, he sat down 
again, and turned the leaves, while I expatiated on 
the immense amount of both valuable and pleasing 
sentiments contained in the finished volumes of those 
prospectus leaves he was turning; told him that 
they were not only dutiful objects of culture, to in- 
struct and ornament the mind, but would be in 
their best bindings, choice, beautiful and rare orna- 
mental figures for his library or parlor table. But 
he turned the leaves that failed to give him the one 
grand idea that would lead him on through bach- 
elor dreams to his precious goal — a wife he could 
love, who would return that love, in his own pros- 
pective home. 

Those books, like all their distributors and read- 
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ers on earth, could not be perfect; there was pne 
thing lacking to complete the happiness of man — 
that man especially — who had turned their leaves 
an evening long without finding the order page, to 
write me nis name. I closed the prospects, and the 
the leaves seemed dead from a frost-nipping chill, 
as I bore them sadly away to my room above, 
where I sat down to be entertained by an amusing 
chapter of accidents which came floating to my ears 
in that stilly hour of night, through a tell-tale tran- 
som. The narrator hcul been lately thrown from 
a horse, miraculously escaping from severe injury, 
if not death. He began by relating his own mis- 
hap, and then advanced others, along with some 
quaint ideas, relative to all adventures of those un- 
expected deals of misfortune. 

''It is strange what countless and astonishing 
miracles of life are brought forth by the relation of 
one single incident occurring in a person's life, 
should he or she attempt to portray the circum- 
stance of that particular doing to others in their 
meeting. I was telling my wonderful escape fix)m 
death to several people tonday, and positively, gen- 
tlemen, I grew ashamed of my little accident, which 
seemed but a plaything in comparison to those of 
my listenera For instance, when I told one man 
about my horse speeding in a furious gallop, and 
falling suddenly and footing me like a rocket 
away over his head onto the hard ground beyond, 
he simply replied: ' Why that was nothing to what 
happened to me; I was driving a four-horae wagon, 
carrying a heavy load into town one day. and 
through the cussedness of another team-driver and 
a road-dde ditch, my outfit was upset, the whole 
oonoern falling right onto me; but I stuck to my 
lines and was dra^[ed for hatf a mile, over sfaxieB 
and through mud, and Lord knows what all, bdfoie 
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I could stop the horses and work myself out from 
under that wagon/ You see now, gentlemen, 
the eccentricity of life, for no matter in what form 
one is found in its placing, there is another sure to 
spring in a more singular setting. And my simple 
eVolation from a domestic horse-beast became so 
very insignificant in any dangerous showing, that 
after parading it before a few real, accidental suffer- 
ers, I withdrew it from the public, considering my- 
self most foolish indeed for having thought it a 
performance with danger attached, sufficient for an 
exciting exhibition, and I wished that it had not 
occurred at all, as it appeared so inferior in other 
people's estimation. Eut humanity is so queer, so 
queer, gentlemen. One person's mind is a mere 
germ for another to propagate further, and eventu- 
ally master. But as the activeness of evening has 
long since retired, we should adhere to the rules of 
nature, if we would arise refreshed and bright, 
which demands no intrusion upon the quietude of 
night, so, gentlemen, I wiU leave you, and wish you 
all a good night." 

The voices faded through retiring footsteps, and 
the transom brought me no more of life till broad 
daylight in the morning. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

HAD eaten my breakfast and was occupying 
a seat in the stage with men, alone^ at the 
early hour of six o'clock, on my way back 
to Pacheco, to deliver my books, whidb I was not 
long in doing after my arrival there, as I had re- 
ceived but five subscribers in the town. With 
another beautiful May afternoon to while away 
before the arrival of the evening stage, I concluded 
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to rusticate once more in rural pastures; and I 
strolled off, carrying two of my complete works, to 
get the inside views of some other pleasing looking 
Farm homes, near by, hoping to find them occupied 
by white people. My wishes were gratified and I 
disposed of my books. T returned to the hotel, to 
get ready for departure, my work being over, and I 
must move along to see some other small towns, 
further up the valley. As I was about to get into 
the stage, a portly, fine-looking gentleman came to 
me, sajing: 

"Excuse me madam; but if you will call at my 
office upon your return here, I will buy ' Tom Saw- 
yer;' I would like the book." 

" I shall be most happy to do so, sir," I replied, as 
I was obliged to return to Pacheco, it being my way 
to other places. The gentleman extended me his 
hand, taking hold of mine, which I gave him in 
return, to be most affectionately held, while he 
helped me to a seat, wishing me success, with a 
friendly good-bye. 

The stiBge bore me away from his kindly gaze, 
the only traveling woman extant,! thought, as I sat 
there alone once again, with three unknown men; 
but I was not afraid, and enjoyed the fresh country 
air, with nature's own paintings of real landscape 
making, independent of man's presence, while my 
thoughts went back, hopefully and happily, to the 
admiring form I had left behind me; and who would 
undoubtedly give me a welcome home — ^and perma- 
nent, too, that is if I would accept it. 

Thus dreamily I soon arrived at my destination, 
Walnut Creek, a small village located six miles from 
Pacheco, and opposite Mount JDiablo, on the stage way 
leading direct from Oakland to that mighty mount 
of earth, that begins its tower about seven miles 
distant from the little town, which derives its name 
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from a small stream of water fLowiag through that 
portion of the valley, the banks of which are 
thickly bordered with walnut trees, that furnish the 
title to both town and creek. There were two 
public houses in the place, selling homes to 
travelers. I accepted a resting-place in the one 
most retired, and it was indeed secluded, hidden 
from the village by an immensity of foliage ; a 
pleasant, peaceful home in every way. 

I began my calls early next morning and finished 
all by evening time, with seven subscribers. The 
next day I was treated to a free ride, further up the 
valley of San Ramon, seven miles, to Danville, 
another infantile town. I received but one book 
order, in the place, and having the article with me 
I delivered it immediately; a light business surely, 
but with a free dinner, and passage both ways, I 
certainly cleared my expenses, and I felt fully repaid 
forgoing, in fine country views, if nothing else. 

]£bving to wait until quite late in the afternoon 
for the lady, who had given me a seat in her carriage, 
to return home, I sat down on the hotel porch 
facing Diablo, which presented me a natural picture 
inde^ worth looking at. It stood off at a distance 
of three miles; but being of such magnitude, it 
appeared much nearer to me, as I sat there a rapt 
admirer, with my active eyes repeatedly climbing ite 
massive form, up into its house — observatory. 

My buggy-ride home from that pretty place of 
Danville gave me a change so delightful that it 
reallv seemed wonderful, while sitting beside that 
fair uuly, driving towards the golden sun, which was 
scattering its parting rays over the most beautiful 
vale I had ever seen, romantic and charming as the 
name it bore — San Ramon. It was a narrow 
glen, with refreshing homes and trees, prettily 
formed by nature and art; and I felt as one en- 
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chanted, and could not help wondering, like the 
famous old lady of Mother Goose rhyme, if it could 
be I. If it were indeed I, as I supposed it might be, 
my prospectus books would inform me, at the end of 
my journey. I discovered my individuality plainly, 
when the sun had gone down and I stood by my 
wash-stand, where my selfsame form was reflected 
back to me, from the over-hanging looking-glass, 
through thedi m light of a kerosene lamp; I was 
myself again, in my usual, small room. 

Friday morning I delivered my few books success- 
fully in Walnut Creek, and decided to go that 
afternoon to Pacheco; thence to Clayton in the 
evening. Being ready to go, I sat down on the 
porch, under a mammoth oak tree, the immense 
body of which was encased in the roof of the struct- 
ure, the branches extending far from and in every 
direction over the house, (completely protecting it 
from the fire-like rays of the heating sun. The 
kindly proprietor and lady of the house, sat there 
with me, and did all they could to make me feel 
comfortable and at home, as they both had done, 
during my stay with them. Having a goodly 
supply of walnuts in the house, which they had 
gathered from near-growing trees on the baiJ^ of 
the creek, that charmingly faced our view close by, 
I was given a treat to some of their nuts, by the lib- 
eral couple who feasted there with me on the deli- 
cious kernels which the gentleman had freed from 
the rough, black shells, with his own cracker and 
hands; and thus I sat in perfect content, waiting for 
the stage; eating black walnuts beneath the trilling 
of birds in that live-oak shade, and listening to 
stories by my active landlord and his retiring lady. 

''A time and place to suit the poetic face of a 
genuine romance," was my remark, which drew 
forth the following sentiments of my appreciative 
host: 
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"Purely romantic; yes, and most damnably so! 
You see those woodland songsters ? Shoot the birds ! 
You see that renowned magnet^ our great earth re- 
sort, Diablo? Blast the mountain! You see there 
a placid creek, sequestered in a leaf -covered dell ? 
Damn the water ! You see here this wayside inn, 
modestly retiring from worldly sin? Curse the old 
rookery and all of such romance ,and city-bred 
nonsense! One year ago I was an active man, 
flourishing a living business; but like all of town 
fools, I became country struck; and in seeking re- 
tirement, I moved me here, where my finely-drawn 
ideas of a happily secluded existence soon paled 
into an every-day accursed want, too sternly real to 
ever again savor of my first fond impression. 

'' But, like all enthusiasts I blazed off in ecstacies 
at every wild grown tree, sporting the hammering 
notes of a free woodpecker in view of an old oaken 
bucket, or any other bucket or two of water, no 
matter how stagnantly green or moss-covered, in a. 
dirty bed of earth, or in a decaying old horse 
trough — if it was only a stream ! A sweet land of 
Elysium, that rings a cow-bell and blows a dinner- 
horn when there is a substantial meal provided for 
ye rusticating dreamer, who can most enjoyably 
laze on mossy banks and list in heavenly ease to 
the hum of nature, until he gets hungry, when he 
must grovel forth in dirt, like any other worm, 
awaked to hunt for grub, which if he always finds, 
he is a mighty lucky cuss ! 

"Yes, it is a scene for novelists; but the charm is 
lost to me, as I sit here idly waiting for some other 
dreaming romancer to buy me out and relieve me 
of this disgustingly rusty public baited hook, that 
holds me here like a seedy old fisherman, waiting 
for a bite. But by the way, where is that stage you 
are expecting here for you? gone like my dreams 
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' where the woodbine twineth/ or to some other port. 
Ton are a passenger left over, madam, and fated 
here, like me — ^to wait." 

Which was indeed the case, as I found to my re- 
gret, when I hastened to the office, where I had left 
my order for that day's passage, which had been 
simply neglected, for the ^Age had gone, fast rolling 
on its way while I was reveling in romance, eating 
walnuts so contentedly in that seductive country 
shade ; and I was never more happy than when 
sitting there in ignorance — ^that purely blissful state. 
With a due amount of complaints cast upon the 
manager of that stage company, he finally settled 
the clamor of an excited populace over his unrelia- 
ble business by furnishing another conveyance to 
transport me, his forgotten passenger, to my desired 
point, and again all was well. 

I arrived in Pacheco about four o'clock, when I 

took the book " Tom Sawyer," as requested, and 

visalled upon my gentleman friend; he received it, 

"I liave read the book before, and I am only 
buying it to help you. I have been watching you 
with interest, and know th$.t you have not done a 
very satisfactory or remunerative work here. You 
are from Oakland, I believe. I have a business 
there, and frequently visit the place, and I should 
Consider it a pleasure mdeed to have the privilege 
of calling upon you when you are there in your 
home." 

I returned my most sincere thanks, and replied that 
I should also be pleased to receive him there, which 
I would have been, for he was a childlesfii widower, 
with lots of gold and land, too, that was really worth 
cultivating. But alas for me! he was doubtless led 
astray by some other aspiring damsel on his way 
to Oaklaxid, for I never received the promised call. 
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Another lesson to me in procrspstination. I should 
have nailed him on the spot, trusting not the de- 
ceptive future — ^a gambler dealing in treaeherous 
games. 

With a final adieu to my moneyed friend, and the 
stilt-built town of Pacheco, I was in the stagd once 
more, alohe with men, and night coming on, but I 
did not care, I was used to it. I delivered my 
three books in Concord during the few moments 
stoppage there, where I passed them out to my sub- 
scribers, remaining and receiving my money in my 
seat in the stage; and I did not get tired; wished 
I could always get rid of my books so easily. I 
could not help laughing — as I filled those orders — 
which reminded me of "Hawkin's" post-office in 
the " Gilded Age," where there were from two to 
three letters received in about so many mcmths. 
My book business in Contra Costa County gave me 
plenty of time to rest between deliveries, as that 
post-offide did the " Squire/' I thought, too, that 
it " Mark Twain" could have seen the few receivers 
of his*' last and best e^rt," he would have lost 
entire confidence in me as an agent, and felt sure 
that his friends were not the substantial kind he 
would like to have them. 

From Concord to Clayton I found a soci^ passen- 
ger — a man, of course — who had lately arrived from 
the East. A disappointed individual, too, like the 
majority of people arriving on the Pacific Coast, 
leaving their Eastern homes with just money enough 
to bring them to their destination, brim full of glo-^ 
riotts expectation, thinking they can soon pick up all 
the money they want after their arrival on the 
golden shores. And they do pick it up always — 
when they can find it. He was a young man, look- 
ing hopefully forward, but in the last stage — not 
only the one we were traveling in that night, to 
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Clayton — ^but of money brokerage ; would make in- 
deed a final deal with his remidning stock by invest- 
ing in a two-bit supper when we would arrive in 
our destined town. 

Jt was the old, old story, not of love, he told me, 
but of jewelry and overcoat pawning for subsistence 
in a crowded city, till wild with despair, he had fled 
to the country, begging his way along, and doing 
odd jobs of work that he could do as offered. He 
had heard of steady employment he could get some- 
where in the vicinity of the town we were going to, 
and he was then on his way to the place. FvSi of 
life and expectancy, he laughed as he told me his 
experience; said he had passed through a rough 
school, but he was satisfied that it was the only one 
to teach him the real ways of life. He was an in- 
telligent young man, with an independent spirit; 
had left a good home and plenty, but said he had 
not regretted doing so, as he had learned to fully 
appreciate the value of those things. Our acquaints 
ance ceased when the coach stopped in the night- 
cloaked village of Clayton. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

(here were twohotels,both of which were first 
class; and with that knowledge assured to 
my view, I requested the driver to deposit 
me at the first one of those human-life re- 
ceiving vaults on our way in the village. He did 
so, and I was soon in the dining room, eating my 
supper with another good stage appetite, after nine 
n^iles of solid health driving from Pacheco. 

Saturday, the 13th, I was by noon-time quietly 
resting from an entire canvass of Clayton, without 
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having received a single subscriber. It seemed to 
be only a place for retireiiient, and a resting-place 
generally. What a dreamy change, for me to sit so 
calmly down and see the other people sitting too — ^all 
seemingly content, and relieved-looking, from the 
burdens and cares of life. I felt relieved, too, more 
than any of them, from a task I always dreaded, 
that of delivering books and I sat in the nest, along 
with the rest, feeling just as happy as a little faded 
flower, or as any withering and disappointed individ- 
ual could be. Clayton was a pretty small place, 
surrounded closely by hills, forming indeed a nest, 
for the very few houses composing the town, the 
situation of which I truly admir^, as all of its 
people. They were charitable folks, giving me the 
privilege of looking at the observatory, which I could 

Ilainly see on the top of their monarch of hills, 
[ount Diablo, just as long as I wanted to look, and 
was willing to remain, a paying occupant of any 
vacant chair I could find on that hotel porch. 

Knowing my cash amount to be sufficient to 
support a seat in that delectable abode for a few 
days' time, I remained to fat upon those recreation 
grounds over Sunday. That religious day favored 
me with some extra speaking in meeting, which 
was more than average enjoyable to me, the most 
attentive mute in that recreative assembly. It was 
an interesting service, leaving lasting impressions, 
by the variety of speakers and subjecto introduced 
to the mixed congregation during the Sabbath there. 
" Yes, the summer sun is hot in these California 
vales," said one of the assemblage, ''but I just tell you 
whai^ it is no comparison to that old sky-burner in 
the Southern States. I never shall forget one time- 
when I was flourishing in St. Louis. I had been 
sporting in the revels of a state dinner and ball, 
from the doings of which I retired very late in the 
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fasenking Ikrht of morn, and slept the, sleep in 
keeping witti those extended times of wakef ulnes& 
Arising most heavily after midday, I stood stupidly 
staring at a peculiar transformation in my dressing 
mirror, which had changed into an ordiniEury plain 
non<-reflectiye piece of glass ; and I was placed in a 
dilemmati ' Oh, Emma' — excuse me ladies and gen- 
tlemen — ^verging near to madness, as I discovered, 
also, my handy glass in the same woeful condition, 
both of which aggravatingly refused the coveted re* 
jSeetion of my individual self, a gentleman, too, of 
fastidious education. 

" I thought it, of course, a delusion of my brain, 
caused by the free indulgence of that bewitching 
champagne, but as my senses awakened into clear, 
broad day exactness, by the awful branding and 
gehenna-like heat, of the full scorching sun, I be- 
held the true source of my wonderful mystification, 
when I saw the molt of quicksilver lying in a waste- 
ful mass, at the bottom of the glass framings, melted 
into ruin by that blazing day-lit orb. 

" With perspiration rolling excitedly from every 
pore, I dressed myself hurriedly and departed from 
the scene, to breakfast in the Elite Restaurant. 
Here I was to be surprised again, by the singularity 
of my friends, those whom J met there and in going 
on my wav. Their curiously amused glances so 
repeatedly bestowed upon mine own puzzled self 
became finally so confusing that I considered them 
insulting, until I was seated in my favorite resort 
before '^6 chief reflector of my usually admirable 
being, with the entire inner view of that fashionable 
^ooni At one glance into the perfect ai^ well 
preserved mirror, by a silver tank with ice placed 
near its facing, I ceased to wonder and harbor 
fancied wrongs from all onlooking people to my 
euriously arrayed person. And I retired immedi- 
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atdy through a back passage-way to my own heated 
rooniy to complete my toilet, which consumed no little 
time, as I had gone out with my fine dress suit nicely 
buttoned just far enough to di^lay the ragged front 
of an old night shirt, and my ownr bared breast, 
without either undervest, collar, or cravat; and — 
pardon me, ladies — but I cursed that sun of ye great 
poetic South! purchased a new hand mirror, and 
frantically embeirked for the inviting West, this 
noted Pacific clime, where I hope to end my days 
peacefully, away from that infernal hot-bed which 
Northerners deem so romantically fine/' 

It was an entertaining little town, even though 
sleeping in that scooped-out hollow; quiet and low 
down in a round, grassy bed, which bore its shade 
trees wild with those of cultivation, both for use 
and ornamentation. And, like our £^)eaking com* 
pany, all of nature spread before us was varied in 
expression, and charmingly inviting a protraction 
of service from the early singing matin until long 
after vespers, when our discoursing band, so musical, 
was unexpectedly broken by another less sacred and 
of a lower organization, the tones from which in- 
formed lis as to the real state of worship, in their 
very distinctive meaning surprisingly borne to us 
on atmospheric wings from " The little church round 
the comer." 

"Pray on, ye dirt grubber! let yer word-mill 
grind! u ye want to be licked into tother world's 
meetin' quickeren' telegi*aph time, jist let yer mx- 
spoilin', rag-growin' speakin' shop pray! but witii a 
peacefcdler kmd o' meanin' ; for if ye sling any more 
o' yer slang sass here, Til peel yer red pepper smeller ! 
an make them two scare-crowin' eyes o' youm' 
look straight at a feller! an' don't ye forgit it now, 
nuther! yer gittin' a most too fly here, haint ye? 
Don't yer thmk so. Bill?" 



112 Pacts: By a Woman. 

"Til suck yer taflfy" in a horn — I will; ye think 
I don't know nothin' hey ! I'll teach ye who's the 
school maim ! dum yer low livin' pictur! Put that 
in yer dirty jaws now an' hash it! D'ye think I 
never had a grandmother nur a dog ? Maybe ye 
think I don't know what a grandmother is ? She's 
the boss elephant what heads the family shows, and 
the old peeler, who struck Billy Patterson. Ye 
poor runt of an ignohosseras ! call me a greeny do 
ye ? Skip now, c^ore I bust yer brain cap intur a 
multiplication table full o'pieces, an' dance on yer 
skinny soul pile, singin' glory hallelujeram, or some 
other sweet psalm what ye never knowed of ! Say, 
I don't know nothin'? When I'se born with a full 
spring o'lamin,' what never stops runnm' in the 
dryest spell o'season! I'm a natural know some- 
thm,' I is! an' I jist want ye to git now, an' stay 
got! or I'll give ye a hand splainin' lesson' in real 

what's what! Vamoorserate, ye sot! an' d q ! 

He tells me I don't know nothin,'- Lord ! when I'm 
a bilin' over with inticlect, but come for'ard, boys, 
an' dose this yere meetin' with somethm' more in- 
spirin' — a soul savin' drink o'that convartin body 
diarmer, our juice o' old rye." 

And with that familiar doxology, those two meet- 
ings of my remembered Sabbath day, quietly ad- 
journed for the night. There being no public con- 
veyance from Clayton to my next victim town, I 
was about engaging a livery to carry me, when the 
sympathetic proprietor of the house I was stopping 
in londly came to me and suggested a passage way 
that would free me entirely from expense, which I 
very gladly accepted early Monday morning. After 
being hoisted up into the seat of a brewery wagon, 
which was to bear me freely away, my fatherly ad- 
viser came to me with money for which he requested 
me to give him " Tom Sawyer." As I had paid 
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him for my board and he had said nothing about 
favoring me by taking a book, I doubted very much, 
as I received the money from his hands, of its being 
the landlord's property. There was a mischievous 
gentleman residing in that pleasure resort who paid 
regularly f ot a seat on the public place of observance, 
using it freely during the summer-time. He was 
quite amused at the business I had been doing 
there, but I shall always remember him with kind- 
ness, although he was disposed to, and did, laugh at 
me. The mercantile trade of Clayton would make 
anybody laugh who was not depending upon it for 
a living; and I left the village fully satisfied that I 
could reply truthfully to the query of " Where can 
rest be found?" for I was just being driven away 
from the place. Looking back to the dress circle 
of that house of entertsunment that was receding 
from my view, I saw a handkerchief waving me a 
parting salute, which I did hot fail to recognize as 
that of my humorous friend, that had sent me the 
money at leaving, and whose merry laugh rings 
happily oft in my memorial gallery of friends. 

I was out again on the highway, alone with a 
man ! He was a German, fat and gentle, a sort of 
old house dog style: good and kind, always, when 
patted in the right — the smooth way. He laughed 
at me, too, that " old dog Tray," even while bestow- 
inff his watchfulness and sympatty upon me. for not 
selling any more books. He said that I did not lie 
enough to be a good saleswoman; that I ought to 
have represented a sick and starving family^— that 
ever appealing antidote — making people buy. I 
told him that I had been brought up under the oM- 
fashioned Presbyterian Sunday-school system, and 
had been taught that it was wicked to tell lies. 

''Oh," he said, ''business lies are always excusa- 
ble, no harm in them at all, so far as one's own 
safety is concerned." 
8 
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I knew there was a great deal of something lack- 
ing about me, or I would have succeeded better, 
and I attributed it only to general weakness. But 
I accepted his sentiments &s quite reasonable, know- 
ing the historical facts that all good people remained 
poor and persecuted by sticking to the policy of 
honesty — that old presiding cheat of virtue's court. 
Not that I never told any lies, though, did I feel a 
want of business qualifications: for with all my 
purely Christian bringing up, I found many times 
in my life that it would have been vastly detrimental 
to my personal happiness .to have strictly told the 
truth, even before I graduated from that old high 
school church of godly discipline, which taught me 
many speculative lessons, but not of the German, I 
learned on the highway, riding on a wagon, loaded 
with kegs full of beer. 

" Why, mine Got, woman ! we must make our 
minds and thoughts run every which way; make 
them go traveling along, and keep low down mit 
the tam fools what don't know nothings, and high 
up mit them fine fellers what thinks they knows 
every things. I tells you what a feller must swim, 
to sport much around in the slippery waters of this 
tam life; must train his whole brain ship to wheel 
about every which way, to come all the time out 
right mit himself. Yes, mine friend, we every day 
must think, think like the tyvel 1 and study all the 
time whole I to know any things in this round big 
world school house — filled up mit everybody for 
masters. 

My German friend entertained me much, teaching 
more than one fact lesson as we rode slowly along, 
over the hill to a whole town of poor houses, which 
bore the: name of Nortonville, where we arrived 
about ten o'clock, nine miles from Clayton, The 
Black Diamond Hotel having the leading repu- 
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tation^ I went there for board and room, the clerk of 
which told me that there were no ladies in the 
building — ^nobody but men, and some of them very 
rough. I did not tell him that I was used to trav- 
eling with gentlemen only, but followed his direc- 
tions across the street, or canon rather, to a pri* 
vate boarding-house. He thought I could be ac- 
commodated there, and it would be more pleasant 
for me to be where there were some of my own 
sex. I went to the house shown me, where I found 
the kdy washing, and everything so uninvitmg 
looking, that I did not want to stop there. She 
saved any further trouble^ however, by refusing to 
take me; she had retired from the business,^ and I 
thought it was well for the boarding community 
that she had. Qoing further along that hill-side, I 
canvassed every house on my way to find a home, 
failing everywhere. There were no spare rooms 
and they did not want any boarders. I turned back 
towards the hotel feeling decidedly by myself, out 
in the cold world truly; and I was once more 
despondent, in the fullest sense of the word, when 
I returned and re-entered that public building. 
The clerk understanding my position, said to me: 
" You can stay in the hotel, if you wish to, and 
you will be perfectly safe here, but I thought you 
would feel more at home elsewhere." 

It was really considerate and kind in him to tell 
me. I was there a stranger, with a pile of books 
and but little money. The feeling of desperation 
asserted itself within me, and I engaged a room, to 
be locked in and fed and housed, alone, with strange 
men. A most horrible situation, ladies, truly. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

HE clerk favored me with the most cheerful 
room he could find vacant, having a front 
view facing the center and one side of the 
town, which was a queerly located village, 
the houses set high upon the hill-sides of a gulch or 
canon. I sat down by the window, which was 
nicely shaded with some eucalyptus trees, that gave 
out their usual healthful odor, very perceptible to 
me through their close proximity to where I was 
sitting, entertained again with the variety songs of 
a bird congregation assembling in those fragrant 
branches to hold their sweet communion. I looked 
at the birds, all so joyous and happy, and wished I 
were one of them. I watched on listening to their 
melodies till I really began to think that I was one, 
but of a silent tribe or species, a rwre avis, or of 
that class as yet unknown — " A bird of one feather ; " 
and as I saw about a hundred strange men coming 
into the lower part of the cage in which I was so 
quietly nestling, I began to feel that I was surely 
performing, too, that seemingly impossible feat of 
" one bird flocking in a comer." I thought of the 
nourishment I must receive there, only obtainable 
from the same refreshment cups of that masculine 
flock below; and surely I must be that unheard-of 
bird. I sat on waiting, till I heard the feasted male 
warblers disperse, when I descended timidly from 
my perch to dine alone, upon remaining crumbs. 
I found the seats around that long table board all 
vacated except three, which were occupied by the 
waiters, who gave me all necessary attention, with 
desired informationregarding theircoal-mining town, 
in the refined and easy manner of gentlemen — which 
they were truly. By their cool, sensible expresrion, 
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my fluttering spirit was calmed into feeling so much 
at home that I entirely forgot about my being the 
Only woman in the housei; and when I had finished 
toy dinner I returned to my room as usual, to get 
my order books and go to work down — or rather 
up — among the coals of Nortonville. 

The prospect was not pleasing, as the houses were 
scattering and sitting upon the hills so high that I 
knew my work would be laborious. The popula- 
tion, I was told, consisted principally of foreigners, 
and not of a reading class. I began my work in 
the business part, proceeding slowly between show- 
ers, there being a rain-storm in progress. I obtamed 
five subscribers and returned home early, satisfied 
with my work, and to get my supper and retire 
before the monster birds would assemble to frighten 
me away from my daily allowance. Having a 
comfortable and clean bed, I laid myself away for 
the night soon after eating, and building an extensive 
barricade with my one chair and wash-stand over 
the entrance to my room. Feeling securely closed 
from any night-walking beast of prey that might 
be tempted to stray out of its own lair, my imagi- 
nary thoughts glided away into sleep and dream- 
land, awakening and returning only with the morn- 
ing sunshine and bird voice accompaniment, playing 
80 happily and freely, gladly reminding me that I 
had rested well and undisturbed even there, the one 
woman in a house-full of those depraving creature^ 
— men ! all of whom were strangers to me. Provi- 
dence only could have so miraculously saved me. 

I arose refreshed, and worked all day for one 
subscriber. I made an early home retreat again, 
and left my books in the bar-room with the kindly 
disposed clerk, who suggested my doing so, thinking 
to obtain some orders from some of the miners that 
I could not see in their far-away work places down 
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the eaiih-covered mines. I did not receive any of 
their names, though; they were working for small 
wages, that mighty remittance of one dollar per 
day, which is but a suicidal dose to any laboring 
man possessing even ordinary human desires; and as 
I noted their tired, worked, stooping forms, and 
sickly, pallid countenances, emerging slowly from 
their deeply-dug grave shops, buried completely 
away from all light of day, I turned aside, reproving 
myself for inflicting them with my troublesome 
presence. 

I turned away, thinking that badly as I wanted 
money myself, I would rather take a match and 
start a flame underneath my books, destroying all, 
every vestige of my own hope, than ask those toil- 
ing men to give me one cent of their most sorrowful, 
to me, earnings. And looking down from my win- 
dow, as I watched them come and go from their 
ghastly business houses, I wept bitterly, as I fancied 
them digging their own graves eVery day, just a 
little deeper down. The birds there in the trees 
had before been singing only happiest songs of all in 
life, but their voices changed, to me, from tones of 
gladness to saddening strains of misery and death. 

Wednesday, the 25th, I concluded to canvass the 
next town, another coal-mining place, located over a 
great bugbear to me, a hill. I started off early, 
walking briskly at first, stopping at various houses 
on my way up that mountainous elevation. I re- 
ceived ^ three subscribers on the way, a powerful 
incentive, which I needed badly to help me over the 
hill. It was a long climb and a tiresome one, but 
with repeated intervals of rest I reached the coveted 
top, where I sat down on a grass plot, shaded by an 
old oak tree. I paused for a satisfactory season of 
bodily rest,2jWhile my curious eyes did an immense 
travel over the strange country I was dwelling in. 
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Being just half-way between the two towns of 
Nortonville and Somersville, I was amazed to see no 
house, and the place was an exceptionable one indeed, 
I thought, while I really suffered there with thirst 
and heat. And, man like, as I looked down the long 
tiresome road I was then resting from, and on over 
the other side, adown to the terminus of which I had 
to reach yet, I did think it a long time between 
drinks; and I realized fully the actual necessity of a 
half-way house, alid wondered why some live, en- 
ergetic public refreshment dealer was not estab- 
lished on that most desirable lookout. Surely it 
was the proper place for such an opening, and as I 
fancied the flourishing and extensive trade that 
could and ought to be carried on there, I became 
quite enthused, a la'* Sellers,*' over the idea of that 
millionaire location. 

What a great relief, I thought, an establishment 
on that dry hill-top would be to the wearied and 
foot-sore travelers plying daily back and forth be- 
tween those two villages, which reminded me, with 
their connecting link — that high pointed hill center, 
where I sat observatory — of a Chinese vegetable ven- 
dor, they were so nearly alike. The canons were 
the baskets holding the houses sai vegetables; the 
central tower of hill, the ever laboring China- 
men, and the stretching, sloping sides, the safety- 
balance pole that held the earth receptacles, con- 
taining their garden and other fruit plunder, with 
the same death-like grip, equal to the best bodied 
"John." 

" It was noon by the north clock ! noon by the 
east ! High noon too, by those hot sunbeams '' 
(Mr. Hawthorne), when I arose from my sod-cov- 
ered lounge and resumed my journey, longing for a 
half-way house, or one even a little further along on 
an unequal divide. I should have freely patronized 
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any place dealing in cold water, or anything 
stronger and not quite so cold perhaps more liber- 
ally, a something stimulating — for I was both 
weary and faint. But that pile of ghostly books 
that 1 had left in my skeleton home closet haunted 
me actively, and bade me quit loitering on the way- 
side to their expected permanent lodging-places. 

Prompted by those silent admonitioners, I moved 
adown my last mile of hill to my destination much 
faster than I had climbed the first half-way mile, 
without any stimulant oOier thaa prospectively 
losing no time, as is usually the case when going in 
a downward way. I was soon doing , my visits of 
torture, beginning first in a school kept by a lady 
and a gentleman. The lady gave me an order for 
a book, but the learned man told me that he had 
no use for any more book information. 

*' I am too wise now to find happiness here, and if 
I should glean any more wisdom I would be damned 
indeed while in this coal-burning region of sufiering 
humanity, which has been forced upon me, seem- 
ingly, as my last chance for life. No more knowl- 
edge for me, madam, thank you!" 

"Nor for me eitbeV. sir. when ignorance is bliss." 
I answered; and left him to bestow his unfortunate 
learning on the deluded growing heads that could 
not see its folly. From the unhappy teacher of 
future discontent, I went into a private house, 
wher^ I was treated to what I most desired, a cup 
of strong tea and inviting dinner, which I accepted 
with hearty appreciation from the motherly woman 
who tendered it to me. 

Feeling decidedly in a neighborly mood, I called 
upon everybody as I went down the hill. But I 
had gone only a short distance up on the canon's 
other wall when my friendly feelings all cowardly 
deserted me, and I found it the most up-hill work 
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I had ever engaged in, trying to be social with 
everybody. I kept on, however, but confined my 
visits only to a very few select, most promising-look- 
ing places. In one of the business houses I was 
greeted very cordially by three gentlemen, one oi 
whom *' shines before me like a star." Appreciating 
my walk from Nortonville, he wrote me each of 
their names whUe expresaing verbaUy his senti- 
ments: 

" Subscribe for your books? why certainly, madam ! 
we are only too glad to do anything here for a 
change; besides you are deserving of all we can do 
for you on your brave visit into the last home 
grant of this earth's human deal. You should be 
the recipient of a crown, woman, equal to Madam 
De Stael's " Corinne," for the actual superior bqfir- 
ing through your late triumphant march over yon 
flaming sun-lit brand — that daily scorching hiU — 
with such a store of knowledge for this common 
herd here, digging the devil's own coal, that both 
consumes and feeds their necessary life-fires, as oth- 
ers of mighty man. Verily, like " Oorinne," you 
are ' a divinity veiled in clouds,' as strangely appear- 
ing and successfully alone. We were lost indeed to 
manhood, madam, should your presence here fail to 
wake an appreciative response to your enlightenment 
and caU." 

"Your kindness, sir," I said to him, really ex- 
ceeds your pleasing looks, both of . which are 
rarely found so freely cast in a single human 
form, which I shall bear with me mentally as the 
sweetest thing in life — a true responsive chord." 

I received homes for seven of my book orphans 
that I had left in the morning early, tightly closed 
in my Nortonville poor-house home, to whicm I was 
fortunate enough to ride over the hill with a mai^ 
driving there in a buggy, who kindly favored me 
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with a seat beside him, where I felt, so extremely 
comfortable that I did not want to see anything in 
the shape of a house till I would reach that one val- 
uable Black Diamond, which, even though the 
setting be rough, gave to me the most precious 
light— the gladsome rays of home, where I remained 
quietly all the next day, receiving a call from the 
School Superintendent, who wanted a history, which 
I was pleased to furnish him. 

Friday morning I went to New York Landing, 
the shipping place for the Nortonville coal. There 
was one passanger car attached to the long freight 
train, and one passenger that day, myself only, and 
I really felt lost without any men. But I improved 
the time in contemplating their wondrous works and 
usj^ as I sat there alone in a car which was 
speeding rapidly along the hill-side, whizzing down 
the cafton. without any engine power, a heavily 
loaded and extensive train of coal. There was one 
man upon either side of each freight car who regu- 
lated the vehicles with some sort of machinery, 
keepmg them moving along at their desired speed 
the whole distance — six miles from Nortonville. 
Being down grade all of the way, they required no 
engine, so said one of those mighty beings — men-r- 
who seemed indeed immense to me, afi I considered 
their ingenious movements, Mrith laboring and in- 
ventive skill. "Woman, thy name is FraUty," sure, 
I thought, and a most fitting subject for the title, 
as I compared her power to man — ^the great builder 
and inventor of every substantial conuort existing 
for all human life — which is bom alone through 
woman, her crowning point of labor in the whole 
world's display of building. Considering her weak- 
ness generally, it seemed to me the very highest 
point of presumption for a thing so actually frail to 
hink to cope with man in his powerful, gifted way. 
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Though equal and superior in many points of action, 
women sometimes are^— refining and udng :inore cqh- 
^tently the coarse wrought grists of man, who 
makes all the mills and furnishes, too, the entire 
material for grinding. Women work in, as incen- 
tive, convenient, and finishing tools; but a man is 
the man, for all that. 




CHAPTER XVI. 

* 

COMPLETED my work of order soliciting 
by noon-time, and having to remain untU 
three o'clock for return train, I gladly 
accepted an invitation to dine in a private 
family, where I rested happily, with three moresub- 
scribers* names on my order list, which would with- 
out disappointment, in delivery, just tivo meof my. 
torturing pack of books. I was a* i used at the ex- 
tent of travel on that railway, when on my way 
home in the evening ; for some reason or other they 
left the regular passenger car at the Landing, and 
I was given a seat in the baggage room, which I 
could only look upon with ridicule, as the passengers 
consisted of one gentleman and myself. My little 
package of three prospectus books constituted the 
baggage, and I smUed foolishly when the conductor 
came to collect the fare. I had paid fifty cents for 
passage in the morning, and expected to have to do 
the same for return. By the time the fare was all 
secured from the other traveler the train had drawn 
up and stopped in the depot, or the place for one, as 
it had not been built yet. I was about to open my 
purse to get my four bits, when the conductor 
grasped my hand, and to my astonishment dropped 
a fifty-cent piece into my palm, turned quickly and 
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was gone before I had time to think whether I was 
dreaming a dream or had actually experienced the 
favor. The kind and gentlemanly man had paid me 
back the money I had given him in the morning. I 
had teased him, of course, to buy a book, which he 
would not do, but did me another kindness which I 
do not forget. He was a widower, with four children 
the knowledge of which hangs round my memory 
also. 

Saturday, the 26th, I did no work, but took a 
stroll through the coal mines as a curious spectator. 
I found no pleasure in the walk, as every place was 
smoked and dirty with coal. The atmosphere, too, 
was very impure, by gas issuing from an immense 
heap of refuse coal that had been sat on fire, and 
was constantly, but slowly (a sort of smouldering) 
burning, making a decidedly unpleasant place for 
people not accustomed to it. In recalling the ex- 
pression of my Somersville friend, whUe gazing into 
the repulsive, deep, earth-gaping mouths, yielding 
up the useful filth, I realized the exact truthfulness 
of his singular remark about the "devil's own coal; " 
for truly in being furnished it consumed the lives 
engaged there, as it fed the flames for others not em- 
ployed in its hold. The mines were extensive, emit- 
ting many tons per day, when being opened and 
forced out by those grave-digger men, who secretly 
toiled in their dark, damp houses, lighted only by 
sdckly night torches, which they bore themselves, 
leading flieir own Uyes slowly but surely away 
through that impurity of air. A life so sad, it 
appeared there to me, could not close too quickly. 

In the evening of that Saturday, I was treated to 
a moonlight scene from my window-seat, which I 
occupied until late in the night. The moon shone 
in its starry abode, superb in its fullest rays, throw- 
ing a heavenly light, most refreshing indeed, over 
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the coal-black, bleak and ghostly hills — those dark- 
ened store-houses of death-dealing, suicidal people. 

Musing and alone, I sat listening to familiar cor- 
net melodies, soothingly wafted, and most accept- 
ably, to my hearing from the band performers* 
playing somewhere on the hill-side opposite, giving 
me a delightful change, and rest. It was broken 
finally by voices coming from the forms of two men, 
who had with seeming difficulty gained a stopping- 
place quite near and fronting the entrance of my 
charmmg home and window. A youth and an 
elderly man, I discovered, by the different tones in 
speaking. 

•* This is a wonderful night ! a d-d-dreadful night !'* 

" Billy, what is there so wonderful about this 
night r 

" Why, why, d-d-don't you see them-them two 
moons — engaged in that terrible battle ? Oh Stephe, 
my b-b-boy, its fearful ! From my earliest hic-col- 
lections I have seed nothing like it ! S-s-see, Stephe ! 
how they rage !" — he said, as he swayed back and 
forth in apparent agony. 

"Billy, stand up ! be a man ! Don't you see the 
moons are only drunk !" 

The aged form ceased its tremor, saying in a 
relieved and delighted tone: 

" G-g-gad, you're right, my boy, they are d-d- 
drunk !" and they disappeared from my gaze through 
the doorway, while my memory floated away, 
bringing other similar scenes before me. 

I was spending a summer afternoon with a IsAy 
friend, far away east of the Pacific shores. We 
were sitting on the lawn fronting her pleasant home, 
beneath the drooping leaves of a willow tree shade, 
and near by a clustering group of roses, doing cro- 
chet work; also the usual gossip of woman's visit 
on the free labor exchange principle, when mutually 
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amicable, which we exercised with a most lively 
trade suitable in value to the latest quotations of 
that public note deal, with spirits happily clear as 
the cloudless sunlit sky above ua But our tratiquil 
seance, like all earth^iven joys, proved of short dura- 
tion; it was sadly broken, very abruptly, too, while 
in the midst of our latest sensation, by the appear- 
ance of the masculine half of my lady friend, who 
came before us in a crooked manner not at all 
becoming to a dutiful father and husband, or a 
gentleman. He walked staggeringly up and sat 
down most too quickly and heavUy upon a frail 
rustic seat, near to and facing us, which gave way 
immediately, sitting his highness down neither 
politely nor pleasing to his usually fastidious and 
comfortable taste. My friend was angered and 
mortified extremely at his disgraceful condition, 
which he discovered soon after he had gathered him- 
self up and secured another seat more substantial. 
He looked at his wife, who was shooting volumes 
of understood wrath from her flashing black eyes, 
and acknowledged their meaning by saying: 

" Don't pout. Rose; yer know if the twig bends 
the tree must go. 'Twas but a rusti-hic plant, a 
little faded flower, too old a shrub to bear fresh 
blossoms like, like me! Wasn't it. Pet?" addressing 
his wife, who made no response, and he continued: 
"Rose, yer a devil! So're all women! I love yer, 
though; yer like whisky, when yer once get hold of 
a man — he's dead gone ! yer like this garden rose. 
Pet, yer pretty to look at in velvet clothes, but yer 
better'n it!" he said, while picking the velvety 
petals off a full-brown rose. "Yer pretty's this gar- 
den belle;* but yer better'n it! for don't yer see, 
when its wardrobe drops off, see, there's only a thorn 
stem ; btit when you shed yer leaves, woman, oh 
h^ven! heaven! yes, heaven!" Turning his eyes 
upward to that delectable land, he asked: 
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"What is that shmm' so in that angel ground?" 

" The sun," I replied. 

" The son! I guess not, now, with all them sparks 
dancin' up to ^at blonde top-knot. Ye don't see 
right; its a daughter! Don't say nothin' now. Pet, 
'cause I love yer still !" 

His beautiful wife, Pet, was so very angry that 
she rolled up her knitting cotton in the tidy ^e was 
making, seized her affectionate lord bv his coat- 
sleeve, more positively then gently, while he arose 
and followed her, dog like, to be transplanted under 
cov^r in his warm house bed, as his thoughtful wife 
told him, he was entirely too sickly a plant to ex- 
pose in her pleasure garden. I too wrapped my 
crochet and reluctantly went home, without partak- 
ing of a friendly tea that was to have been pre- 
pared for me, or getting the completion of the liast 
episode which was being repeated with due embel- 
lishment for my benefit, in true village woman 
style, when that husband of hers so woefully sat 
down upon the most excitable part of the story, 
forcing it to be continued in our next day meeting. 

Another picture was drawn from my memorial 
casket and presented for reviewing upon that moon- 
lit scene. It was an olden time neighbor and friend 
of mine, an exceptionally good man in every way, 
and more than commoi^y gifted mentally. But 
brandy, too, became his passion, and he never eoiild 
go to town without returning home not in that ver- 
tical manner his loving wife so longed to have him. 
They were living on a farm, with the usual sur- 
roundings of live stock and garden stuff. B^turH- 
ing home one night in a condition quite tinbalaiica- 
ble, he began his accustomed work of stodk f e6diiig. 
Accompanied by his wife, he took* their wheelbarrow 
and went to the garden for a load of vegfetables. 
He raised the vehicle with trembling hands, when 
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filled, and began bis journey to the bam, but with 
all his repeated exertions he could not make that 
one-wheeled cotipe go in the direct line he tried so 
hard to have it. Failing more and 'more, he 
requested his wife to walk on in front and guide 
him on their well-worn pathway. She stepped for- 
ward smilingly and dutifully, good woman that she 
was, till she heard a rolling of their garden treas- 
ures, with a general giving out of that rear-coming, 
stock-feeding barouche, ^e turned quickly around, 
to see her dear " Harry " tumble over on the ground, 
and saying to her as the pumpkins embraced him : 
"Why, danm it, Mary, you're drunker'n I am!" 

The moon descended behind the hill, leaving me 
in darkness and in sleep. The next day being Sun- 
day, I kept the day (w)ho(l)ly to myseft . 

Monday I delivered all of my books ordered in 
the coal-mining towns; was treated to a ride in a 
wagon, with my package, over that mountainous 
hill to Somerville, for which favor I felt indeed grate- 
ful. I found all of my subscribers in their homes 
but one, a butcher boy, who was delivering meat to 
his customers. My experience with him was like 
catching flees, when I thought I had him he was 
not there. He was in a wagon, driving from house 
to house, and made plenty of halts, but no matter 
how much space I tried to cut ofl* by going across 
lots, that tormenting delivery would iJways move 
on just in time to give me the privilege of occupying 
the same ground it had stood on. It was an excit- 
ing chase, and watched with interest and probably 
amusement by many witnesses, as we sped up and 
down the hills and around the houses, till that day's 
supply of meat was mostly deposited, when, by the 
assistance of an observing party, I cornered the 
boy and got my money in exdkange for ** Tom Saw* 
yer." It was the hardest earned money I ever re- 
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oeived in my life. I never saw a wagon go so fast» 
and I never walked over ja^round so quickly; but, 
although that vehicle may have been equally tired, 
or more really tired, it resumed its journey while I 
had to sit for an hour and more to recruit breath 
enough to climb that dividing hill, which I could 
have spelled with a big e when I was going after 
that meat wagon that would not meet me. Recov- 
ering at last, I began the homeward ascent, and 
looked back — with a gratified and amused feeling 
that it was over — at the object of my chase and the 
game I had won. 

Late in the afternoon I was in my room at Nor* 
tonville, packing my prospective wardrobe prepara- 
tory to a final departure from the coal-mining 
houses there supported by a living death. I ha4 
been treated .only with kindness and true respect by 
all, but I left that Black Diamond, as a convenient 
but not coveted future home gem. Left it not 
reluctantly on the evening down train to the Land- 
ing, where I was going to meet th^ Sacramento 
boat that would carry me en route to Nevada City, 
Nevada County — another mining country of harder 
specimen, that of quartz rock — which I hoped to 
find more pleasing to look upon than the dismal coal 
dens I was leaving behind me. I was both amused 
and vexed, as I sat in the car on my way out of 
Nortonville. The train passed closely along in front 
of the hotel and room I had occupied, and when 
casting my eyes upward to take a parting glance at 
my daylight entertainers, the birds in the trees, and 
the cage, too, that had been mine, I saw a pair of 
my favorite long-wristod Lilse-thread gloves sus- 
pended in the open window, which I had taken so 
much pains to wash that morning, to have them 
nice and clean for my Nevada canvass. I had 
pinned|them up on the sash to dry, and I felt rather 
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dry myself as I was going away to leave them, 
dryly hanging and provokingly waving me an 
unexpected adieu. I so innocently looked there for 
a farewell view, only to see my happiness suddenly 
jumped, ad a checker into the king-row on that lit- 
tle game-board — which is the crowning emblem of 
our own shaded life. 

It was a sad but funny picture to me, those 
woman gloves in that bachelor's hall; and in a front 
bed-room window, showing off in full expose to the 
gossiping world. It was a picture of my own hang- 
ing, and although it did not please me, I laughed to 
see it, as I thought of its gentlemanly admirers ; for 
they were gentlemen, all of them there in the house, 
or they had shown themselves as such to me, even 
though there had some of them been designated as 
rougha I had gone there a stranger woman, trust- 
ing to their protection, which they gave me, and for 
which I shall ever look back with gratitude to all. 
They were not only gentlemen toward me, but men, 
giving that desired (but seldom received by dependent 
women) friendship without presumption. 

I arrived at New York Landing, a free passenger 
again, when that day was about departing, with its 
bright rays of sunlight ominously darkened by 
threatening storm clouds that were scudding over 
the sky. I delivered my three remaining books 
before the night had come, and retired into a hotel 
for supper and to wait the arrival of the boat. I 
enjoyed that meal, as an unusual luxury suddenly 
spread before me by fairy hands; and they seemed 
fair indeed, those women waiters and cooks, who 
prepared the food in a palatable manner, and sat 
down with me, making a home-made meal most 
relishable to me. 

It was a rainy night, and dark as dark could be, 
when I left that house about ten o'clock to go to 
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the boat, to which the landlord escorted me with a 
lantern. I was stepping onto the gangway with a 
feeling of the most sickening depression, that made 
me shudder as I thought of my dreary night 
voyage, and was asking myself inwardly, What is 
the use in dealing further with an ever promising life, 
that deludes its victims along only to death in the end ? 
when a gentleman came to me whom I recognized 
as the superintendent of the coal-shipping place 
located there, at the junction of the San Joaquin 
and Sacramento Rivers. He assisted me into the 
cabin, introduced me to the Captain of the vessel, 
told him I was alone, and requested him to see that 
I fared well during the passage. I had exhausted 
my power of persuasion completely on that gentle- 
man, trying to sell him a book, which he would not 
buy; and I finished my canvass with him by telling 
him that he was the meanest man I ever saw. 
But the service he rendered me that dismal night 
proved of more value to me than the sale of any of 
my books could have been ; for through his influence 
I obtained a good berth, which I needed so badly, 
and would have had to go without, as every sleeping 
place was occupied except the Captain's own room, 
which he gave to me, as he was obliged to sit up all 
night and watch, his mate being ill. So in that 
gloom of night my melancholy spell was spirited 
away, and I rested well. 

CHAPTER XVII. 

HE vessel arrived in port at about five 
o'clock in the morning, when I awoke to 
wish that I could have slept a sleep that 
knew not such waking, as I heard the cries 
of those hungry hackmen, yelling for company to 
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go with their misery — ^the hungry passengers. 
There was one traveler, a gentleman, aboard that 
vessel that those clamoring body-snatchers did not 
want, and refused to claw over or try to get in any 
way; that man was dead. He had expired, fortun- 
ately, a short time before arriving at Sacramento. 
The first form of anv note worth that I saw when 
going out on deck was his lifeless body, stretched near 
the cabin doorway. * He was a stranger to every- 
body, and a man without money, but with an 
ingenious mind; he had preceded his fellow pas- 
sengers and gone ahead — ahead of me, I thought, 
with a passing look at his peaceful form ; for his 
struggles were all over, and mine to go on. I went 
off the boat mingling with the crowd, puzzling my 
brain over that insolvable question, the study of 
*' To be." 

After a general pulling around by those liberty- 
struck hotel grabbers, I was ensnared into the 
clutches of one and borne away to his home, where 
he retired from business till the next train time, I 
doing likewise. To while away the idle intervening 
hours, I visited some of the dry goods stores, where 
I procured a small addition to my wardrobe — a linen 
duster, a parasol, and some other luxurious articles 
that I had not been used to — reducing thereby my 
stock of moneyed capital to a very low rate. But as 
I was going to a money-growing mining town, I felt 
hopeful again that I could replenish my late 
expended store. I waited there in various places 
till two o'clock, when I was a passenger again in 
the overland train, on my way to Nevada. 

My ride to Colfax was a change for me, both 
agreeable and otherwise. I was seated in the car 
facing a lady who was very communicative, and 
quite enjoyable company for me, while she retained 
her neighborly mood. She was, as I could judge 
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from appearance and conversation, a woman pos- 
sessing a goodly supply of money and other com- 
forting worldly goods; also a charitable and kindly 
disposition, I thought, by her free communion with 
me, a stranger. We were growing very companiona- 
ble indeed, when she asked me the dreaded but 
expected question: 

"With whom do you intend your visit in Ne- 
vada?" 

I felt a change, as of ice-chilled air, sweeping 
over me while making the distasteful reply: 

"I am a stranger to everybody in your city, 
madam; and am going there only with a business 
view. 

"What business do you expect to engage in?" 
was the next waited-for query, and I felt the result 
of my answer freezing within me as I said : 

"Canvassing books.' 

She leaned back in her seat, disgusted and sur- 
prised of feature. She sat still for a moment, suf- 
fering keenly from an unpleasant position while 
tightly holding her traveling equippage, which she 
gathered very closely about her. Seizing then her 
commodities in a steadfast grip, she arose suddenly, 
with a changed light sweeping over her countenance, 
and folding her wraps like the Arab, she silently 
marched away to the other end of the car, into 
another seat, where she could breathe purely as she 
reclined alone, free from contamination. 

That not being my first introduction to a close- 
cut acquaintance, I received it as usual, with an 
aching void in my heart — that only money could 
fill. Poverty-stricken I sat, but still a first-class 
paying passenger, in the same public car, going on- 
ward to the same living destination with that lady 
of wealth, who would, like myself, be transferred 
finally into an assured equal position allotted to all 
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in the end. Where will your pride be then, vain 
woman? I inwardly asked, and consolingly, too, for 
my crestfallen thoughts were always lifted again 
into a hopeful way by the sight of troubled com- 
pany, which is ever plainly to be seen in that one 
manner of birth into the same checkered life, with 
but one passage out of it, and no partiality shown 
as to the mode of exit. A God-given equality and 
justness upon earth, without which life would be 
most wretched indeed, with not a single known fact 
other than chance might strangely lead, and to 
nothing at all certain, but all being doomed alike to 
death, affords many a sweet reflection to poverty 
that wealth cannot prevent, thank God ! 

We arrived at Colfax about five o'clock, where 
we changed cars, and delightfully, too, like going 
from old house into new. It was a local branch 
narrow-gauge railway, lately constructed by the 
Nevada people for their own benefit. As cozily- 
built public carriage as one could find, with its car- 
pet of Brussels, seats of velvet, gilded mirrors and 
cuspadores — everything fresh, bright and new. All 
so nice, particularly nice to me, coming from that 
bleakest and blackest of places, the coal mines. In 
comparison to the old, worn, overland car, it was 
indeed a change from old to new; and I should 
have lost myself entirely, had it not have been for 
that meek and sad reflecting lady, who had been my 
friend and companion before my terrible fall from 
grace. So near had she been to me, but oh, so far, 
I thought, as I looked at her sitting alone again, in 
a far away seat, oblivious to womankind. When 
I turned myself into that despicable form of a book 
agent, she transformed herself also into a mirror of 
golden setting, and of a pureness in quality so clearly 
perfect that not only my whole form of outward 
being, but the entire inner workings of my life 



Facts: Bt a Womak. 135 

thoughts were shown to me so plainly, fix)m her 
crystal cut and fashionable blue glass reflecting fig- 
ure, making it impossible for me to forget myself 
one moment, even there in the midst of luxury, 
gazing over the finest worldly panorama, a series of 
original paintings, nature's own mountain views. 

From Colfax to ifTevada City, it seemed to me . 
that both nature and man had exerted themselves 
uncommonly to afford a variety of scenery, pictur- 
esque and delightful The cars sped around a suc- 
cession of curves, going for a while far below and 
directly underneath the overland train that we left 
some time before in Colfax, which passed along high 
above our heads on trestle-work delicately extend- 
ing quite a distance from one of those grand old 
hills to another, stretching completely over and 
crossing far above the Nevada train, while both 
moved on in their different directions, with hand- 
kerchief salutations by their respective passeugera 
Wonderful railways! and most wonderful accom- 
plishment and idea of man to place them there, in 
view of such scenes. Man seems an earth-god, be- 
fore which woman pales to insignificance. 

With lightning rapidity we were borne safely 
along, over bridged streams and chasms, and around 
curving hills, through stony dungeons, breaking 
quickly away into the heavenly light of a glorious 
sunset, that covered its western sky-bed with all 
prismatic hues as we flew out from gloom, forming 
a rolling border on the edge of a vale crossing over 
and bordering the other side, going back for awhile 
in the direction we came. With a quick turn we 
were riding over a bridge, carrying us on to other 
hills and vales leading to the city of Nevada. There 
were not only stately pines, snow-capped mount- 
ains, mossy banks, forest glades, and hills with 
flowers and vines, and canons wild with sparkling 
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waters^ hemmed and fringed by various rocks and 
ferns in grassy vales and dells, tunnels and bridges 
both short and long, with mining camps of our own 
pale 'Melican man, yet more of the swarthy sons of 
John, and farms nestled here and there, butvillages* 
too, with names that bade defiance to any f ur&er 
romancing, making a complete tumble from the 
sublime to the ridiculous, as that gorgeous vehicle 
drew up to the wayside stations, bearing those ple- 
beian names of '' You Bet " and "Yuba Dam." 

I listened to a story during that excitable ride 
which I have never seen published, though it 
doubtless has been, but not perhaps as told there 
by an admiring romancer, who like all in the car, 
seemed charmed to the brim with that beauteous 
and really excitable scene. He said that once upon 
a time, since the completion of the railway, there 
was a minister traveling over that attractive thor- 
oughfare, during the excitement of which the 
reverend gentleman asked the conductor, very 
politely, what the name of their next-coming station 
would be, when he was startled by the expressive re- 
sponse of " Yuba Dam." He then in his most rev- 
erential manner, repeated his question to a lady, 
and was horrified at her same reply of Yuba Dam. 
Hopefully, he thought he would ask a small child 
that would surely tell him properly; but the little 
innocent simply echoed the terrifying words, Yuba 
Dam ! Oh, Shakspeare ! there is much in a name, 
notwithstanding your intimation to the contrary. 

Fancy that minister himself dictating the name 
of that station to any human soul, and think of his 
preaching the gospel ever afterwards, conscien- 
tiously. 

There was a band of minstrels in the car, which 
completed a bill of traveling entertainment seldom 
surpassed in so short a journey. Inspired most hap- 
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pily by the inviting surroundings, they san^ in solo, 
duet and full chorus, with sweet voices, all their 
favorite songs, by lamp-light, after the sun had faded 
away, closing entirely the kaleidoscopic landscape 
views from daylight's perfect showing into night's 
dark spread of shadows. I enjoyed that ride so much 
that I thought I would rather be my discarded self, 
as I sat there alone, than not to have had the pleasure. 
As my lady companion (when acting in that 
capacitv, before I lost caste) had told me so much 
about her pleasant home city, I knew what house 
to go to when I arrived there at nine o'clock, a 
stranger in the midst of darkness. I^ine dollars per 
week for room and board was the cheapest ofiered 
in the Union House, but with money enough te se- 
cure me there for just two weeks to come, I engaged 
a room and retired, soon after eating my supper in a 
dining hall that threw the little Black Diamond 
eating room into a blacker coal-bin form than it 
had seemed to me when an occupant there. It was 
a pleasing and wholesome change to me, which I 
liked, all except the mission part. My restful 
journey was over, and I was closed once more in a 
cheerless room, which reminded me only of the 
dreaded to-morrow, that had nought for me but the 
same work doings, ever distasteful to me ; but how 
could I improve it ? that was my question. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 



AY 30th I awoke in the morning regret- 
fully, an action that always seemed to 
me decidedly useless, except when escap- 
ing from a soul-scaring nightmare. Get- 
ting up in the morning to turn around a few times 
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and then go to bed again; a greater farce than that 
never could greet the eyes of man. Gettmg up in 
the morning — to go to bed at night. Going to bed 
at night-^to get up again in the morning, and face 
the day's workings, with a wakeful brain that sees 
only a constant budding of trouble, bursting oft in 
fullest woe in the midst of purest joy, even in our 
quiet dreams when a body sleeps at night. Such is 
life; and I never could see the use of it, especially 
when I felt like retiring, which I always did when 
doing some particularly hated work, as making a 
debut in a strange town in the attractive character 
of a fifenuine acting book agent. 

I made my firstliowingto the manly proprietor 
of the Union House, who told me immediately that 
he would take " Tom Sawyer," and wrote me his 
name, which encouraged me to proceed with my 
task, that was relieved instantly by the landlord's 
patronage, and I went out into the city with com- 
parative ease. Gbing first to the Court House for 
influential signatures, I was greeted by one of the 
ojfficers there with unusual friendliness, who said to 
me: 

" Why, how do you do ? madam; I am delighted 
to see you ! I have been expecting you for a long 
time." 

" Expecting me !" I said. " You must be mis- 
taken in me, or I do not understand you, sir?" 

" Not at all, madam ; I have been looking for an 
agent here with *'Tom Sawyer" from the time I 
first heard of the book; and now that you have 
come, it surely must have been you that I have been 
expecting." 

''I trust, then, sir, that my presence here is 
entirely agreeable to you, and that you will favor 
me now accordingly?" 

'* Most assured^', madam, with mutual pleasure, 
as you have got just the book I want." 
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The city being located on a variety of hills, I soon 
found that the real pleasures and beauties through 
Its many shaded walks could not be enjoyed wiui- 
cut studied movements and plenty of time; and I 
visited but few places after receiving my legal bene- 
fit, getting but one more subscriber, and that from a 
gentleman of color in a distinguished barber shop, 
who entertained me as follows: 

" You's seekin' perscriptions for " Tom Sawyer," 
is you ? Lord, yes ! I'll describe for dat book, if I 
hab to miss going to de Fourth of July ball 1 Case 
dats just de historer I'se a lookin' for. Dem writen's 
ob " Mark Twain's," lady, gibs a heap site ob in- 
formation to de vambitious souls dat am denied de 
pleasuas ob trabblin', and de pribbliges of seein' 
de great gammonificence of de world's valoria- 
gated standin' on de devolvin' wheels ob its real 
zaxis. Yes, dat "Twain's" seen a heap ob de presid- 
in' ways ob dis present circumferated junivarse, an' 
knows jest how to put dem obsewations ob his'n in 
de zact true displanin' so as de pooah home folks can 
see de beauties ob his migrifications jest by de par- 
usin' ob his learned decomposins. He's one ob dem 
humiferous fellers, too, what teches de ticklin' spot ob 
a sobrificated man when he don't 'spect de larfs 
comin' on, an' it biles all ober him hot, shakin' his 
whole sittin' constarution right in ter de 'musin' 
jollifercatin' joys ob life, doin' as much good to de 
sighin' mortals as de revivin' meetin' preachers to 
de prayin' an confessin' sinners ob dat devartin' 
fraternity in de gospel communerations. Yes, dat 
" Mark Twain's" done a heap ob good to dese 
United States ob Americy. Oh, I wants my book 
in de leather bindin', lady, one dat can stand hand- 
lin' by de neighborin' hands ; for dats a berry 
'portant consideration to de books preservation, de 
solidary backing' 'giumt dem neighbor hands. 
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Please, lady, jest bear in mind dat portion ob my 
books' necesserary qualifications, dat is de librarin' 
bindin'; an I'm you's berry truly/' 

The library binding being my best-paying book, 
I was not likely to forget to deUver it to him in his 
requested form ; though I did not tell him the pleas- 
ure it would afford me to surely remember. I left 
his beaming presence, wishing that everybody would 
be as patronizing and considerate about their ''neigh- 
borin' hands;" for that was always a trjdng point 
with me, persuading some people out of the idea g£ 
buying a cheap binding in cloth, which very soon 
fades, even in careful home hands. 

May 31st I went to a printing office, to advise 
the citizens of my valuable presence through the 
columns of their favorite newspaper. I then con- 
tinued my calls and received six subscribers. 

June 1st I was not so well favored, but could not 
complain with three additional names. Being in 
another mining town, I visited the gold mill, to see 
its way of turning out the precious dust that covers 
all sins away on earth, as it may not do in heaven, 
which would be bad for the brokers and earthly cap- 
ital-holders generally, if their gold-mounted souls 
should fail to receive favor in that better land be- 
yond. I found the precious material of a very dif- 
ferent quality, and much more difficult to get out 
of its burial-place than the loose, scattered flakes 
that I had seen in the gravel beds of Oroville, the 
specimens before me being all made up and forming 
a part of hard, solid rock that requii^ more than 
human hand -power to break away its stony cell. 
I stood beside the quartz-filled hopper, watching it 
grind the dust away, which I failed to see fly like 
other dusts, and I did not stay long. The mill 
ground well, and ground all the time, but too slowly, 
with notliing for me, and I went out carrj'ing a 
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sickly small speeimen of its golden grist, that made 
me only too sick to mention it when I arrived home 
with my same old burden. 

June 2d the sun shone intensely hot, and I had 
left my new silk parasol, that I paid four dollars 
tor a few days before in Sacramento, in thie luxu- 
rioua carriage seat that brought me so happily from 
Colfax. " I didn't mean to, mother !" but I did just 
the same, and was necessitated to buy another, 
which was not only a draw upon my happiness but 

!>urse also, reducing both to a low stiftte. But " bad 
ttck cannot be prevented, and I "must take all the 
ups with the downs," those earthly elevations espe- 
cially in that city of five thousand inhabitants, in 
order to come out financially even. 

I met with an adventure though, during the day, 
that chased completely away all remembrance of my 
lost sunshine and shade. I went into a saloon, one 
of finest display, which was every way ban ton, 1 
thought, as I gazed upon its flashing appurtenances 
of cut glass ornaments for daily use, looking glasses 
dazzling in mouldings of gilt, and various pictures 
also frfl^ed and showy, with more or less guilt, sus- 
pended upon otherwise pure walls, with the whole 
complete furniture studied tastefully for the com- 
fort and adornment of that retiring home. I stated 
the nature of my call to the gentlemanly proprietor, 
who gave me an order, not to vacate his charming 
residence, but ,f or a book in its best binding. He 
told me then, pointing to four gentlemen, who were 
sitting at his parlor table busily engaged in a game 
of eucher, that if I would speak to them perhaps 
they would subscribe also. 

Thanking him for his kindness, I left him and 
went to the group, whom I requested to proceed 
with their game, as I did not wish to disturb them 
at all; told them that I was soliciting orders for 
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" Tom Sawyer " and other books, and I wanted to 
give them an opportunity to purchase a copy, if 
they wished to do so. They were gentlemen, all of 
them, but feeling mischievously inclined, one of 
them said to me: 

" If you will sit down here, madam, and take a 
hand in the next game, with myself for a partner, 
I will buy a book with pleasure." 

Another said : " And if you do not win the game, 
remember, you must furnish books for the company." 

And I accepted the challenge, knowing it to be a 
reckless thing for me to do; but I had been playing 
a game of constant desperation for so long a time, 
and it was only four books for either them or for 
me, and I would not be bluffed. I sat down, ask- 
ing for the cards, which I shuffled with my gloves 
on, and passed them then for the winning cut for deal, 
which I lost, weakening my nerves somewhat; but 
I played the game, that is, the best two out of three., 
with those strange men, whose thoughts, like my 
own, were acting in silence. 

I was not an adept in the art, but it was only to 
be a play of honesty throughout, so understood by all 
before beginning. With much assistance from my 
congenial companion, I won the game and three sub- 
scribers — the two opponents, also the onlooking gen- 
tleman, who had given me his seat ; and from my 
successful partner I received also a benefit, as he 
arose, saying : 

*' I leave this city in the stage, in about ten min- 
utes, I will not be here when you deliver your books, 
but I will give you the money for one, which I want 
you to take, madam, with my kindest wishes. I 
have enjoyed this game with more than usual pleas- 
ure, and I sincerely hope to meet you again." He 
placed in my hand a five-dollar gold piece, and went 
out into the wide world somewhere, I have never 
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known where; but I still feel that I would like to 
know sometime, as he did me there an exceptiona- 
ble kindness. 

I left the saloon, knowing it to be one of the en- 
ticing snares, of this worldly life — ^a mansion deal- 
ing in evil dross and death. But I had received only 
pure gold in bountiful supply, and with a kindli- 
ness of heart, giving me another proof lesson that 
benevolence can be found, and more abundantly, 
in many by-paths unexpectedly than in the blazing, 
though well-barred lodging-houses of religion repre- 
senting it. 

June 3d I spent very enjoyably in company with 
another agent — a lady, however, who was canvass- 
ing a dress-making chart. We took a long walk 
together, clearly out away from the city, to a wild, 
hilly, pine and other wooded grove, where we sat 
down to a treat of quiet, day-time rest, hidden from 
the gaze of humanity's prying eyes, beneath the 
perfumed shadow of a feather tree. Our lives being 
similar, we freely compared notes, withholding no 
secrets, and having no feeling of envy or jealousy 
with regard to our dress, we held a most agreeable 
communion — ^we two forsaken and vile and despised 
women — alone, on that divine Sabbath morn. But 
we were benefited by the services, though we 
preached our own sermons, and returned home at 
night from our secluded love-feast, made holy and 
glad, not by a silver cup and wine, with full dress 
accompaniment, but nature's pure water, that una- 
dulterated life beverage, of which we drank freely, 
cheered hopefully onward while lulled into heavenly 
thoughts by a choir of artless songsters from the 
charming bird warblers, and that sweet dreamy 
music of the many fragrant pines. 

June 4th I solicited among the families, meeting 
with pleasant receptions and six subscribers. The 
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editor of the Trcunscript had given me a friendly 
notice in exchange for the "Lif^ of Custer," to 
which advertisement I fancied my cordial greetings 
were due ; nearly every door was charitably opened, 
with a kind invitation to walk in, which I alwa3rB 
accepted. 

June 5th I worked in the forenoon for three sub- 
scribers, meeting with an incident which filled in a 
smaU place of my mental cabinet, and which asserts 
itself now before me as a subject for exhibition* I 
climbed up the steps of a long terraced way to a 
conspicious little cottage, standing high on one of 
the hiUs. The lady of that honeysuckle, jessamine 
and rose-erabowered cot met me at the door and 
invited me in as if she had been awaiting my com- 
ing, but with a singular manner; simply bowing in 
silence and hurriedly handing me a chair as she 
reached for my books, which I gave her. We both 
sat down quietly while she turned to the order 
pages immediately, looking intently at each name, 
carefully scanning with a degree of precision surpris- 
ing to me ; but I thought she was seeking, like my- 
self oft times, for influential signatures, and I envied 
her the tranquil, cozy way she was doing it — sitting 
comfortably at home in her own arm-chair, pointin 
them slowly and so easily, while rocking peacefully 
to and frOj saying not a word till her anxiously 
searching eyes made the looked-for discovery, when 
the rocker gradually ceased its evenly-tempered 
movements. The silent-sitting woman sprang away 
from the seat, up onto her feet, piteously exclaim- 
ing: 

''I knew it! there it is! that man will ruin me 

yet, and I know it! The book-insane fool! Look 
at them!" indicating to me a well-filled library. 
" Do we want any more books? Qo to his office, 
where you came from, and look at them there I Oh, 
that lunatic man! Can I teach him nothing)" 
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She gave me back my books, and I went out, 
leaving her pacing back and forth, twisting her 
hands mounifully, outcrying her doleful lamenta- 
tions over that grievous wrong and woeful act of 
her dear, daft husband. I marched down the ter- 
raced way that I had marched up, reflecting upon 
the great use of man in connection with my book 
trade; and, with all his faults, I loved him still, 
when he smiled upon me magnanimously with a 
subscription name that met its demand agreeable to 
order. Yes, I loved man then, as now, for his 
superior flow of magnanimity. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

XJNE 6th, after working in the morning and 
returning home with two more names, I 
was treated to a free exhibition in the hotel, 
of the world's favorite little folks — Tom 
Thumb, his wife, and Minnie Warren — with entire 
traveling troupe. A doll baby family of truly ladies, 
but I could hardly say that they were all really 
gentlemen, as the Master Thumb was decidedly ir- 
ritable and unruly, blustering around as though he 
were a tremendous big northwester wind, suffi- 
ciently strong, self -imagined, to sweep clean away 
the whole menagerie, if he felt so inclined. He re- 
minded me of a fresh keg of lager beer, with a lively 
head, that tried seemingly to make all the noise 
poflsible whenever it was opened; tut he was a keg 
used more for whisky, and was generally well filled, 
being truly alive though, but the very, very bad 
man doll of that pleasing small company. 

June 7th, I canvassed only in the morning, on ac- 
count of the extreme heat, which continued along 
10 
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each day till the sun went entirely away, but leaving 
always that luxury behind, a delightful summer 
evening — affording out-door sittings beneath the 
star-twinkling canopy of heaven's own blue, which 
privilege was freely indulged, and most enjoy- 
ably too by various occupants of the hotel, on its 
broad open mirador, where I usually sat until quite 
bed-time, to listen to and view both still and acting 
scenes of nature's and human forming. On that 
eve, closing the first week of summer, there was a 
lively company doing a balcony scene, a party con- 
sisting of both ladies and gentlemen. Luna being 
then in her late-rising mood, the starry beams alone 
lit the heavenward tips of those Nevada mounts and 
pines, and the many earthward forms, making an 
attractive picture all charmingly blending. It was 
one of those still-winged nights, "when the sweet 
wind did gently kiss the trees, and they did make 
no noise;" but with pure consideration for the com- 
pany, doubtless, had nature so quietly retired. Like 
all social gatherings, conversation was active, dealing 
only in excitable and humerous subjects, with va- 
riety for seasoning. One of the golden-lipped, 
orators in that elite talking group, aired his musi- 
cal voice in a worded strain, that floated to me then 
as now, bidding a remembrance. 

'* I have no particular knowledge or liking, ladies 
and gentleman, for snakes ; but I have studied the 
philosophy of cats; and as my imformation accum- 
ulates, from all that I can gather from literature, 
and my own personal observations, I not only have 
learned to admire, but to love that feline band, so 
abounding with variations in form and manner, so 
useful and entertaining. How often I've sat on 
summer nights by open window during a nocturnal 
pilgrimage of those souls of music, stealthfuUy 
climbing heavenward to the top of a shed, to do 
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their respects to Night, as it darkly reigned in cahn 
repose on its star and moonlit couch ; sat on alone in 
midnight hours, watching their fire-like eyes, blaz- 
ing with desires of love and hope — the selfsame life- 
sustaining promptings that lead the aspirations of the 
mighty thinker, man. I have sat oft and lat«, watch- 
ing their tails so apt and lithe, those living batons, 
beating time to the tenor and basso of Thomas, 
and Tabby's alto and soprano, all so blithe and gay, 
circling round and round with the softest cunning 
tread, changing from solo to duet, as they warbling 
promenade from oflT that roof to the garden fence. 
And there, in full chorus, they serenade the awaken- 
ing dreams of enraptured man, who, amid excitement 
and a full appreciative sense of that wonderful ani- 
mal talent, seldom fails to promptly and warmly 
acknowledge ^the freely given melodies of the purr- 
ing songsters by deigning to present his person, 
adorned ofttimes in costume of retired habit, so anx- 
ious to pay tribute to their midnight charmers; and 
then the midnight serenaders are awarded not only 
by the liberal attention of their interested auditors, 
but with gifts from the listening earth lord, bearing 
more expressive power than that sweetly-blown 
offering, a withering flower bouquet, the usual tes- 
timonial cast to the humsliijQ family for similar enter- 
tainment. How oft have I noted the sure-coming 
presentation to those fur-growing operas, which are 
always sent forth with the very hottest blood, born 
in purest appreciation, accompanied by a compound 
of verbal expressed emotion, a little lip package of 
the mixed word, ' scat!' Yes, ladies and gentlemen, 
I love cats. I love their nightly sovreea, especially 
the grand finale, when I am wakefully sitting 
observatory, quietly smoking my last cheroot, pre- 
paratory to retiring — ^'tis then I love them truest/' 
This repeated dissertation from that flowery son 
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of Nevada, on the favorite cat question, recalls to 
me a similar scene, enacted by two gentleman — not 
of " Verona " — stepping dreamily out from a parlor 
onto the porch of a private dwelling overlooking 
the evergreen State grounds, and nearly overshad- 
owed by the gilded dome of the purely white Capi- 
tol building in Sacramento. It was in such a night, 
when the moon was full and shining most bright, 
that these two real actors did there appear, in view 
of a cat entertainment. These gentlemen are the 
possessors of instructive minds, with confirmed bril- 
liancy and of noted characters, as this specimen of 
their own wording will show: — 

" By the great horned spoons! what prvma dorma 
'sthis, that caters to our hearing in this midnight 
hour, when all of heaven, of earth, and maybe hell, 
is still, but we two restless mortals ? Dost hearken, 
Fred ?" 

" Oh Joe, my soul ! I listeth, drinketh deep the 
sounds of yonder syren chanting our fondest melody 
in this time for ghosts, which we two straying 
spirits are wildly desecrating. Yes, Joe Iheareth; 
heareth and am happy. Happy 'sif I was at a con- 
cert." 

This pathetic act is given verbdtvm here, as it 
came to me, a solitaire observer during that mighty 
man show, the renowned Legislature of 1881, which 
failed in its programme through a jealous strife ex- 
isting in the entire body of star judiciaries, who in- 
dividually discounted any boy or girl, or even wo- 
man, in petty bickering. 

June 8th I worked as usual in the forenoon only, 
as the heat was too great for exercise in the sun, if 
avoidable. I received three more names, and my 
canvass being very nearly spread over the entire 
city, I sent for books, and continued work in the 
mornings without much more success. 
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June 12ih I experienced a day of severe trial: 
the sun poured out a terrific heat, beginning quite 
early in the morning. But all the days were hot, 
and growing hotter. I could see no use to tarry, 
remembering too, the great Malachi warning, I ex- 
pected to soon behold the day promised, that would 
" bum as an oven." ' My books were come, and in 
the express office, calling me forth to duty; I took 
my remaining money, a ten-dollar package of sil- 
ver, and proceeded thence to that office, where I was 
greeted with a frown from fortune again, quite un- 
expected. The express dealing man refused my 
deposit, with all my assertions that I always re- 
turned to the company, in pay for my books, either 
gold or silver, as I received it from my subscribers. 
True, the packages were marked ''payable onlv in 
gold coin," but with the ** gold " word cancelled, 
which was no more satisfactory proof to that re- 
fractory man than my own useless words that silver 
or any moneys would be acceptable to the city firm 
for their books. He would not open the packages, 
nor give any to me for the money I had. An on- 
looking gentleman to our active debate acted finally 
the true knight and champion for me, and I was 
given the books free from further express' trouble. 

It was the hardest day's work I ever did, climb- 
ing those hills in that broiling sun ; but I worked all 
day, finishing my delivery, except the filling of 
three orders ; and happily met with but one disap- 
pointment, which being entirely in my favor I could 
declare it positively an agreeable one. I received it 
through a man who was not particularly gentle, for 
he was so displeased with the appearance of the 
book that he uttered a quotation from some bad man 
author and passed the book back to me, refusing to 
keep it. But with all his anger he was manly 
enough to pay me for getting and bringing it to 
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him, as he said, " you have only supplied my own 
order," which was another good deed from a broad 
way traveler. He, though enduring disappointment 
himself, would not force it upon me when unneces- 
sary. I had carried the book through difficulties to 
reach him, and he paid me, as he had money» being 
charitable enough to give, if he did not receive any 
value in return. 

June 13th, after completing my work in the 
morning, I was so weak and exhausted from the 
heat and labor, that I resolved to go back to San 
Francisco and forevermore cease thai agency life. 
But I had been so foolish again as to order an extra 
lot of books, which I must dispose of somewhere be- 
fore going back, and I could see no way to get rid 
of my burden except to go to another town. I 
knew the book dealers of Nevada City would not 
buy them, one man especially. I had given him a 
call, though unintentionally, knowing that I could 
get no orders there unless it would be to vacate the 
store, which I did receive, or an equivalent, from 
that middle-aged book-merchant. It is three years 
or more since we met, but struggle as I will, 
his cold, black frown and biting words come 
back and haunt me still. He looked down upon me 
but I was used to that sort of a glance — ^from 
plenty of people who were not dealing in books, and 
I did not care for that, until he said : 

"No, madam ! we are not buying books from 
such as you ! you ought to be arrested, and every 
other tramping book agent. You are a stranger 
here, and swindling the people, for I sell the same 
books here for less money. You are taking the 
trade from me, who is settled here and adding to the 
town, and benefiting a people that should in return 
give me their support, which you are receiving, a 
stranger, unknown, and simply robbing them !" 
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Knowing the discomfort of a tightly-fitting shoe> 
and thinking of a Biblical question by that ancient 
Malachi who asks, *' Will a man rob God V* I con- 
cluded that he would, or any other being known to 
exist, from the extreme upper land clean through, 
adown to the lowest inhabited bottom; or that man- 
shaped biped, anyway, who was glaring so upon 
me. But although I felt angry, I was equally 
pleased at his miserable company; and I really en- 
joyed the sight of his suffering, as I simply responded 
to his cutting remarks by a smile and a'' thank you, 
sir !" that would have done credit to the noted nat- 
ural built and irrepressible smiler, late Assemblyman 

" Doctor M ," of San Francisco's exhibition. 

Knowing my system of robbery, if it really was 
such, to be entirely legitimate, I left his accusating 
presence feeling not at all alarmed, even though a 
traveler and a stranger. And as I thought of the 
money I brought to the place, the full fare I had 
paid for their convevance to carry me, and the pat- 
ronage given to the best hotel; also the stores in which 
I had replaced my lost parasol and gloves, the 
printing office where I left the valuable liken^iss 
with the history of General Custer, and the express 
office, too, that held my weighty deposit of sUver, 
I felt that I had not quite committed a wholesale 
robbery without any return. But I had donated 
nothing at all direct to that heart-sore being, except 
a parting smile, that expanded into a grin, and 
thence to a genuine good, healthy laugh. But he 
b^g so very grief -stricken by the loss of trade 
that I had usurped, my simple gifts of mirth were 
not accepted as pleasing. Had I purchased two 
bits' worth of anything in his really extensive 
and well-stocked variety store, he doubtless would 
have been reconciled. He had put " Tom Sawyer,*' 
conspicuously marked, in his show windows, at the 
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very lowest city reduced price, leaving him twenty" 
five cents percentage, which he had done (a gentle- 
man told me there) on the first day of my appear- 
ance. He had sold the book previously for exactly 
my subscription price, another lesson to me in 
meanness, of which I considered him at the head 
of the class. But as I think of him now, and his 
quartz-rock soul, that will finally be ground and 
ground down into its original earth bed, if he has 
not experienced that justice ere this present writing, 
by that equality grinder, the death mill, I can look 
upon his weakest of weak minds with naught but 
pity for its supreme littleness. 



CHAPTER XX. 

AVING completed my work in the morning 
early, I was a stage passenger, with one 
lady and two gentlemen for company, and 
on my way to Grass Valley, a town six 
miles distant from Nevada City, leaving the golden 
city at the hour of eleven. For a final view I 
looked back from the last observatory hill we were 
passing over, and with pleasing recollections of the 
houses I had visited, situated there upon beautiful 
hills, green from the natural, ever-srowinff shrub- 
bery .^d trees, with flowers and vines that in van- 
ety decorated them. Retiring in gold banks of 
original bearing, with the habitable ornamentation 
of the handiworks of art, heavenly spots of earth 
were standing apart and designated by the angelic 
names of " Town Talk," " Dead Beat," " Swell Top," 
and other romantic titles of mining town notoriety, 
where, with the two exceptions of that remembered 
book merchant, and the lady of the terraced and 
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vine draped cot, I was greeted with friendly treat- 
ment by all whom I met ; but even she had been 
good enough to me in her pantomime exhibitions, 
for which she charged me nothing for admission, 
inviting me freely in, in her own mute way, without 
offense to me ; and as I think of her own heart- 
breaking trial, and myself there the cause, she ap- 
pears before me now as one above all the most 
charitable to me. 

The Nevada City face was cast into one, with 
many a view of forms faded away, existing only 
with me in memory's dreams, when our fast-roll- 
ing vehicle drew suddenly up to the Half-way 
House. The sun was hot, the road was dusty, and 
the travelers thirsty, making the stoppage necessary. 
I accepted gladly a fresh glass of lager, graciously 
given to me by one of the unselfish and rare gentle- 
man passengers, who are thoughtful enough to re- 
member the frailty beings, tiredly waiting for the 
strong and lordly beasts to resuscitate their stronger 
bodies. Such is life, usually on the highway stage 
bearing. From my refreshing treat I should have 
been indeed happy during the continuation of the 
journey, if relieved from that torturing pack of 
library goods, my own aggravating baggage that 
was constantly before me, keeping pleasure away 
and aching my heart with real life pains which I 
could not destroy in the possession of that eye-sore 
presence. 

The stage arrived at its regular home in Grass 
Valley about twelve o'clock — where I sat down in 
the parlor, weary, dusty and warm, and with the 
greatest anxiety. The sun seemed exerting its full- 
est extent of heat, and I had completely lost my 
ambitious grip. I gazed downward through the air- 
receiving window I was sitting by with a feeling of 
utter despair. I could do no more canvassing 
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through that intensity of heat, yet I must sell thoHe 
books. I was short of money, as I had merely made 
expenses in Contra Costa County, with not much left 
when arriving in Nevada, where I had not made 
much more ; but, although I had money enough to 
carry me back to San Francisco, I could not endure 
the idea of those books, which I did not want my- 
self and would not return to Roman's, neither for 
love nor money. My eyes growing tired eventu- 
ally of their earthward gaze, sadly soared upward, 
but no more hopefully, in a heavenward direction, 
pausing in doing so a moment for rest on a sign- 
board directly opposite, that contained the inscrip- 
tion, "Books and Stationery," which gave me im- 
mediately a happy thought. 

I had done no canvassing in the town; had in- 
fringed upon nobody's rights ; and with those views 
in mind I hastened across the street, thinking I 
could dispose of my books at cost, or even a less 
price I would gladly take for them. I paid, of 
course, my very best respects to the proprietor of 
that literary house, who proved a man, as nearly as 
I had found, in the purest form, after God's own 
heart. He did not expect, or want, either, to do all 
this world's living himself, believing that others 
should have a similar and an equal right to their 
own preservation. Fully appreciating my position, 
he bought my books; paying me more than I had 
anticipated, though not my subscription price. He 
said they were popular works which he could dis- 
pose of; and if he would not be so fortunate, he ex- 
pected to still live anyway his allotted time. I 
delivered the package into the hands of its owner, 
then returned to the hotel and went immediately to 
dinner, with an eager appetite that I knew nothing 
of before selling my books. 

Filled with joy, I was probably the happiest trav- 
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eler in that fine railway car which was moving me 
rapidly from that grass-covered green vale, in evening 
time, when all of earth and the blue canopy above 
is shown most beautiful by the mellow rajr^ of re- 
tiring sun. Happily indeed I was borne away from 
a most distracting heap of knowledge, that had ac- 
cumulated too heavily upon my over weak brain; 
and sailing along, reclining in ease upon a velvet 
couch, beneath the variegated colorings so gorgeously 
shown through the passive light of day's reigning 
orb, which was coolly departing to warm another 
clime, I felt indeed happy — not only as happy as if 
I were at a concert, but as if I had been bom a man, 
pants and all, which I often thought I would like 
to be, until remembering the woeful exhibition of 
those masculine pants when growing old. I always 
settled back then into a state of contentment; con- 
cluding that it were better for me to wear the ones 
I had. 

There were two women travelers beside myself, 
but as I received an equal amount of attention from 
the charming conductor, I was not jealous, and still 
happy. 

Like all conductors, he was very pleasant and 
commimicative, that is, when they feel so disposed, 
as he did that evening. As the Nevada car pas- 
sengers were necessitated to remain until one o'clock 
next morning in Colfax, to meet the first city going 
train, it was necessary for comfort to find a desirable 
waiting-place. My attentive ticket collector being 
so much of a gentleman, I followed his directions 
and^stopped at the regular railroad house. He said 
that it would be best for me, as the night train 
watchers would " call me early, mother," and with 
his good|wishes I left him to return to his Nevada 
home, while I went to supper, and to bed soon after 
in my lodging-room, where I slept in a dozing man- 
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ner not at all satisfactory, through fear thsA I would 
not be called in time to meet the train; and I really 
lay a watcher myself, to hear the watchman call 
me. But I did not hear him; I heard the train 
coming, though, and sprang out of bed and dressed 
myself, all but one shoe, which I could not get but- 
toned, gathered quickly the extra's that I had to 
carry, and ran for the train — ^reaching it just in 
time to let the last car pass by me. 

I did not say any of those expressive words made 
and most appropriate too, for such occasions; but I 
did think quantities of them, as I went back to my 
desired waiting-place, carrying my shoe in one 
hand, which gave me trouble on my foot from not 
being fastened. I was not quite sure, but thought 
I detected smiles chasing over the darkened faces 
of the night watch lantern-swingers, through the 
dim light of their treacherous guidance. I fancied, 
too, that I could hear a selection of "Mother Goose" 
opera whistling through that nightly air, as I 
marched along with my one shoe off and the other 
on, to my room again, where, as my season of watch- 
ing was over for the night, I retired to my bed and 
slept soundly. 

June 14th, in the clear sunlight of morning, I 
came out fully attired, ready for the overland, which 
came along about eight o'clock. I had paid one 
dollar for my supper, one dollar for my sleeping 
berth where I waked that remembered sleep, and 
another dollar for my breakfast, and I felt relieved 
but not particularly happy, as I stood in the door- 
way of the waiting-room, making observations of 
the place that had given me such a varied entertain- 
ment in one night only. Looking over the way 
opposite, I noticed a sign conspicuously showing the 
words, " Good Meals and Lodging for Fifty Cents." 
Upon inquiry, I was told that it was really a supe- 
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rior place. My thoughts reverted immediately to 
my handsome fare-receiver on the Nevada train, 
whose fascinating smiles and artificial rays of his 
beguiling lamp had not only caused me to miss the 
early train — but to make an unnecessary expendi- 
ture of money which I could not well afford ; and 
although he was still smiling, I could not so freely 
return his handkerchief greeting as he came along 
in his morning train, passing by the entrance to the 
depot sitting-room in which I was then standing. 
He only taught me another lesson, one of discretion 
with a moral attached, showing me that to travel 
safely and economically alone, 1 should beware of 
railroad houses, and always be my own conductor. 

I recovered my average amount of happiness again 
when seated on the overland car, bearing me home 
from a final settlement of book-dealing. I was go- 
ing to a city where I would soon find other and 
more remunerative employment. Sitting by an 
opened window, with a feeling of enjoyable con- 
tentment while floating along in the balmy air, I 
was looking over a package of old letters that I had 
in my satchel, by way of entertainment, when a 
strong breeze came whirling in, whisking the letter 
I was reading out of my unguarded hands, carry- 
ing it away through the car, and lodging it on the 
brim of a gentleman's hat. I started to recover the 
ill-borne epistle, while the gentleman arose, being 
on the opposite side and facing me; and seeing 
from whence it came, returned it to me immediately, 
saying as he sat down in a vacant seat next to me: 

"It may have been a naughty breeze to you, 
madam, but it has proven the old adage correct 
again, for it certainly contained some good, favored 
me, anyway, in quite an agreeable manner." 

" It would have been an ill wind indeed, without 
any goodness," I said, " but I fail to discover the 
good it accomplished for you." 
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" Well, he replied, it broke a monotony for me 
that was growing exceedingly tiresome; gave me a 
desired change, making me a being of active use, 
aside from a sitting beauty." 

** Since it has done you so much kindness, sir, I 
am glad indeed that you were thus favored, as I am 
not inconvenienced from its advent.'' 

"By the way," he said, "What are you doing 
with all that trash, anyhow ?" 

" How do you know it is trash, because you didn't 
write it?" I asked. 

" No, because some other man did," he said, laugh- 
ing. 

" Well what is the difference ? please tell me." 
"Because, if I had written them, you would not 
have given me the satisfaction of knowing that you 
ever cared for a second perusal; but as he wrote 
them, you take especial delight in reading and re- 
reading just to tantalize another man. Oh, woman! 
you are cunning, but I know you !" 

"I beg your pardon, sir, you do not know me at 
aU r I said. 

" Well, you are only a representative of your sex, 
and a good one, too," he answered. The comj^liment 
being doubtful, I returned no thanks but asked him 
what he thought of women as a class. 

"Oh, they're good enough in their way, if they 
would only keep that way; but there is such a dis- 
position predominating over them all the time, to 
cross over, and twist around, and whirl their gigs 
into the way of man, that completely obstructs his 
best turn-pike, upsetting his finest turnout into some 
cruel by-path unexpectedly, ruining at one fell 
swoop his brightest prospects." 

" Judging from your humor, sir," I said, "they have 
not drawn very heavily over your loa^i of happiness, 
if they have driven you occasionallv from your well- 
regulated roadway." 
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**Simply because they are too ill a wind, storming 
and blustering and flying about, an extensive torment 
that cannot help flapping over a good side of some- 
thing to somebody once in a while, as they whisk 
along in their exciting journey; and I have been 
just fortunate enough to be blessed with a fair al- 
lowance of the pleasing turn-overs. Cynic that I 
am, I do not forget that my mother was a woman, 
even though she was hidden away from my sight 
in a church-yard home, years ago, when I was a 
toddling child, leaving me with a scarce remem- 
brance of her presence; but the few recollections I 
do have ever surround me in a halo of purer and 
more manly thoughts when mingling with others 
her like in form. Will you do me the kindness now, 
madam, to give me your idea of man?" 

"Oh, man," I said, "is the grand complicated an- 
imal, containing all of good, bad, and indifferent 
qualities; too immense entirely for me to analyze. 
He is a domesticated beast, most easily caught, 
but baflling the entire skill of woman's ingenuity to 
retain him permanently in his own proper cage pre- 
pared for him. He is a useful creature, a biped 
species of the bristle-bearing family; is a noble ani- 
mal to drive, like his nearest relatives, going nicely 
always in his own direction. He is generally healthy, 
eating well — but ever possessing that same singular 
appetite, peculiar only to his quadruped kindred— 
when fatted upon luxuries, he will invariably root 
for more." 

" Ahem, thank you ! Do you ever play whist ?" 

*' Yes, but I only enjoy it with four in hand. I 
like eucher better, as it is a shorter game and more 
social." 

" We will play eucher, then," he said, producing 
the cards, " till our train arrives in the city of Stock- 
ton, where I must leave you, as I am to get ofl* there." 
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It was a bad wind indeed, I thought, when it 
swept the letter away from my hand whUe reading 
it, but it proved a good one too, by bringing it back 
80 pleaaurably, entertaining and relieving me of an 
otherwise lonely sitting, passing the time only too 
quickly away in reaching Sto^ton. where I lost 
my gentlemanly companion, after which my home 
journey was completed alone. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

books being cast into the shadows of the 
last, and gone from view as an ugly dream, 
rith only an unpleasing remembrance of 
vheir having been in my presence in a more 
unfortunate time, I passed Oakland by with all im- 
punity, as another ghostly phantom coinciding with 
the books — both having dealt me about an equal 
portion of dissatisfaction. Elated with hope and 
fond anticipations, I arrived, on that fair June 
evening, in niy desired city, a comparative stranger, 
with but very little money, where I had come to 
obtain more agreeable employment, with the addi- 
tional comforts of a permanent home. But owing 
perhaps to a complete change of atmosphere, so sud- 
den to me, I was only just a very little happy. The 
sweet gentle zephyrs playing musically through a 
warm mountain air, delightfully perfumed by aro- 
matic pines, had changed for the chill and more in- 
vigorating, but severe-blowing breezes from the salt 
sea wave, bringing strongly to me, mentally, the dis- 
turbing movements of that immense moaning body, 
so sadly sighing as it came unseen around my sym- 
pathetic form. I secured a room with ten dollara in 
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advance for payment, in a retired place with a pri- 
vate family, where in a doubtful mood I went off 
to dreamland soon after returning home from my 
restaurant supper, sleeping on till quite late next 
morning, when I widely woke, all conscious again 
of some troubled uncertainty still intermingling with 
my destiny. But as I looked back upon the great 
burden I had been delivered from in Grass Valley, 
I felt that I ought to be happy under any other 
painful circumstances — ^the general effect of discon- 
tent, which only amounts to accepting a new trouble 
when discarding an old one. 

June 15th, being in my coveted home grounds, 
and not feeling strong enough to engage in any la- 
borious work, I concluded to advertise for some 
light employment; and before going out to breakfast, 
I wrote two advertisements that I thought just the 
proper thing, and to which I felt sure I would get 
plenty of replies. I then went to the Chronicle 
and Call offices, and paid for one week's insertion of 
my captivating aids in each of those daily sought- 
for morning papers. My spirits remained buoyant 
and hopeful until the time expired for me to receive 
my expected answers — calling me to a retiring, 
paying and pleasant home. With a free-going heart 
like the " Swallows homeward fly," I propelled my 
being joyously to collect the pleasing messages from 
the people anxiously waiting my valuable services. 
I did not take a bag or basket with me to carry my 
letters in, and I chided myself on my way to the 
offices for neglecting that necessity; but as all people 
forget important things sometimes, I excused myself 
accordingly, and scorned everything in form of, 
worriment, knowing my way so surely to be one of 
future success. 

"81X006U, the mark no mortal wit, 
Or turett hand, can always hit." 

n 
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So Hudibras said to his Squire Ralpho; but they 
were performing a more hopeless mission in that 
Christian reformation service, than I in my quiet 
and easy search for a home; and I indeed felt quite 
secure as I was cheeringly led to my treasured stores 
by the purest golden light of our life-giving sun — 
San Francisco's courted luxury. I called for the 
Chronicle deposit first, and received two letters; 
thence to the Gail office, wherein I was given the 
sickly appearance of just one more; and I felt there 
a change o'er the spirit of my gladness. The bright 
guiding sunshine, that I had been so happily noting, 
had freely spent all of its charms for me, and left 
me, as it were, to delude some other simple sample, 
or "Simon," of susceptible humanity, into its many 
life snares, as I carried along hurriedly, without the 
use of an extra commode, my three skeleton replies; 
and my flattering prospects retired also from my 
view, with all of hopeful sunlight, soon after reach- 
ing home. 

I had three letters; no, I had three shadows, dark 
as the poetic learned crows that sat on a tree; and I 
discussed there alone, in equal avidity without any 
mate, the way to do for grub to ate. But with a 
less favorable prospect than the black feathered 
talkers, not having their hankering for mule diet, 
owing to relationship and association with the ani- 
mals, doubtless, and besides, I could see none in 
view, except living ones like myself, the unmanage- 
able kind. I gazed at my receipts, which had cost 
me three dollars, with one week of time idly spent 
in waiting. Two of my billet-deux were from some 
masculine gender, of curbstone office notoriety, with 
nothing to do but make observations and write pro- 
miscuous notes for pastime; when not too busily en- 
gaged in watching for a free luikch or drink, so 
necessary to the existence of those refuse cigar stub 
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smokers, who are the chief defamers of woman char- 
acter. The third and most completely darkened 
shadow of all was written by the husband of a lady 
residin;^ in Healdsburg, Sonoma County; they were 
an elderly couple, who wanted a lady ! not a com- 
mon woman, for light work, but more especially for 
a companionship, and one that could present them 
an irreproachable character, written in full and 
duly signed by some discarding and unknown mis- 
tress of her latest done service, accurately stating 
the amount of time employed and satisfaction given. 
She must be pleasing and obliging in manner, re- 
fined and intelligent, as she was only desired to do 
the cooking and very light housework — the family 
being so small — and make the madam's dresses, and 
attend to that individual, who was an invalid ; also 
play on the piano, and occasionally read to them — 
for the magnanimous inducement of a pleasant 
home and eighty-five dollars per annum, their ofier- 
ing in exchange for the accomplished services of a 
woman capable of filling said requirements of those 
very humane people. I reflected over the ripened 
and freshly gathered fruits of my great expecta- 
tions with crestfallen and woe-stricken ideas, as I read 
and re-read that one reply, the only one that gave 
me the least possible show for a respectable liveli- 
hood — that Healdsburg missive. I was not a Chi- 
naman, much to my regret at that time, and did 
did not feel competent to fill the position; and as I 
studied the advantages to be derived from one year's 
service in that inviting household, with its pleasures 
and moneyed competence, I resolved with " Dennis," 
that the '' Chinese must go !" and accept that situa- 
tion, for I did not want it. My airy castles had 
tumbled, and like the boastful, reforming knight, I 
was suddenly set facing a most contrary way. 
I was retrospective again ; but, as Petroleum V. 
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Nasby says, "retrospex is profitable/' I can realize 
some benefit now from that stolid sitting study, 
though I failed to see aught but the deepest shades 
of gloom as I sat in that little cheerless room, a 
woman poor and lone, but only one of many secreted 
in those compressed city walls, with every sort of 
suffering, Qod only knows to what extent, the pain- 
ful knowledge of which alone aroused me once 
again, but with no degree of pleasure, with that 
sense of miserable company, the very thoughts of 
which made my blood all surge with madness and 
actual hatred for God and mankind, who had power 
to remove such scenes from an otherwise pleasing 
earth. Oh ye men and women, kissed and loved, 
and in comfort draped from real want, smile and be 
happy, but think of the less favored ones, and spare 
their struggling forms from the stinging brunt of 
your calumnious tongues, as you do from your 
friendly assistance, a service you can do, and cost 
you nothing in any moneyed way, and may prove of 
some use to those who cannot choose, but must take 
only as ofiered, or steal, perchance, or kill, and do 
everything that is bad of humanity's ordering, 
which poverty can but follow, or suicide, or die. 

"By castin' a prophetic eye backwards, a massive 
intellek kin dissern errors wich hev bin made, and 
kin dodge em in the dim and misty fucher," says 
the thinker, " Nasby ;" but it would require a knowl- 
edge of illimitable power to step safely from under 
all spurious actions with a similar showing, when 
they come unexpectedly and a forced article. And 
after any amount of street car riding, responding to 
various advertisements of people wanting help, ar- 
riving always just in time to be told that they were 
already supplied, I gave up all hope in any home di* 
rection, and hired out to work at dressmaking, 
which I knew I could not do steadily without per- 
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manent, if not fatal injury to my sight. But I must 
do something to obtain money, and I did not want 
to canvass; but I soon found sewing not only non- 
paying, but very trying to my eyes, one of which 
had not recovered from a serious accident — having 
had a deep gash cut in the eye-ball by a large piece 
of a glass globe dropping down from a highly sus- 
pended gas burner. The shock and suffering had 
not only weakened my eyesight, but my entire bodily 
health; and like the peddling minister, I had met in 
Benicia, I accepted a canvassing occupation as a 
means of going abroad for support and recuperation; 
hence this wail. 

I endured that day sewing and restaurant board 
life till my whole nature revolted, from the fact that 
I was not making even room and board money, which 
was a pressure entirely too heavy for my aspiring 
mind to bear; and finding forty thousand, it seemed 
to me, women for every desirable situation, either 

fublic or private, and with no visible place for any, 
became so completely disgusted with that hungry, 
waving mass, the incessant compact flow of employ- 
ment seeking people, that I went to Roman's again 
and seized with delight the books and territory they 
gave me, and with heavenly transport I proceeded 
to the wharf, where I paid for passage on the steamer 
Donahtie, which carried me en route to Fetaluma, 
in Sonoma County, and another extended canvass. 

I went aboard that vessel fully enjoying and ap- 
preciating its name, as it enabled me to don-a-hue 
of a more cheerful aspect, decidedly necessary to 
my happiness, and t was delighted with my voyage, 
glad and happy to take again my books as I had 
been to discard them about five weeks before. I 
clung to them there as my truest friends, for they 
had proven themselves as such, and of substantial 
value; had never gone back on their duty to me, nor 
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complained of ill-treatment through my struggling 
hands, helping me happily over many trying emer- 
gencies. I always liked books, and the human char- 
acters they represented, those silent monitors with 
their good and evil showing, always leading me along 
their varied histories, interesting, as if alive and 
breathing their expressive thoughts into words; and 
I could safely follow those descriptive beings who, 
no matter how treacherous or seductively charming, 
they were still firm and friendly guides, never be- 
traying my willing trust — as real humanity does, 
almost without exception. And with nothing else 
assured for my support, I felt happy in their posses- 
sion, as the one given foundation to build my life 
upon. 

July 23d I sailed away from San Francisco, my 
treasured home-planned harbor, with feelings akin 
to "Huckleberry Finn," when returning again to 
his old clothes and barrel. My books suited me, and 
I would never, no never, shake 'em any more. I 
arrived in my destined city at eventide, and secured 
a stopping-place in a good hotel, where I was sin- 
gularly greeted by that lilliputian family, those doll- 
baby faces of the honorable " Thumb" actors, at whom 
I smiled to see again, as they at me, and there being 
no opposition in our two exhibitions, though each 
th^re bent for money, we smiled easily. 

I was home again, gladly, from a foreign shore, 
in a small sleeping-place of that public domicil, and 
independent once more, even with poverty. I had 
the sweetest possession ever given man — a self pro- 
prietorship. I was my own mistress of not only my 
own body self, but all my rightful moneys, which 
consisted of just fifty cents — one solitare four-bit 
piece; and my other goods and chattels jumbled 
there in a dilapidated trunk, a scanty and well-worn 
wardrobe, with three prospectus books. Yet I hoped 
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to live, and retired early, but not over contentedly, 
for I was doomed again to a complete night of tor- 
ture by the most disturbing company. Small, for- 
aging creatures, but not that kind of blood-thirsty, 
sdlently-crawling sneaks I had striven so with in 
Pacheco. They were a sort of angel-devil tribe, 
existing between those two respective beings dwell- 
in the Godly land above and the beastly brute 
retirement below. But they were equally as fero- 
cious, active and tormenting — probably excelling in 
every distracting nature, except it be that distinct- 
ive odor arising from a fatal skirmish with the 
Pacheco kind, with their constant play of buzz 
sounds ever accompanying their reconnoitering 
bodies, that is excelled only in persistent attraction 
by a Chinese fiddle or Scotch bag-pipe, when in the 
zenith of their full spending tones. 

What a fine trio of distractions those three in 
combination would make, I thought as I fought 
another night long under that Petaluma band, 
performing its nightly seranade with not wind but 
winged flagitious instruments, that would make any 
living, breathing thing on earth swear — except a 
mosquito. I arose very late in the morning, not 
only wearied but almost disfigured, made so by 
those singing bodies that had paused to rest their 
frail wings between acts so frequently, and to 
obtain their desired beverage beneath nature's thin 
covering of my hands and face, that really I sufiered 
from places where they had remained, considerately 
drinking their Ravenous, cadaverous, flying hogs- 
heads full of my precious life-blood, which they 
bore away humming in a truly satisfied air, but 
there was nothing particularly mean about them, as 
they drank no more than they could carry. 



168 FjlOTs: Br a Wohait. 




CHAPTER XXII. 

ULT 24th, after the sun had long been shin- 
ing, I arose fully bent with murderous in- 
tent for a final settlement with my sleepless 
tormentors; and after deliberately attiring 
myself in my every-day clothes, and seizing that 
deadly weapon made for household brawls, and so 
actively used by all wrathful women, their faithful 
home body guard, the oft noted broom, I did, with 
extravagance of real fiendish delight, check the 
entire life-current of those air-floating, gossamer- 
buzzing barrels that had so tantalizingly inflated 
themselves with my own pure blood; and with the 
chambermaid's assistance, I screened the opened 
window, closing out all further communication from 
relatives of the deceased serenaders, after which I 
lay down on my bed of rest with victorious wel- 
come and peace until noon-time. Then I arrayed 
myself to begin another campaign with the more 
antagonistic human, which I must battle against, 
and less guarded, with uncertain weapons — books. 

Having no prepared chalk, nor any beautifjring 
mixture to restore complexion and relieve blotches, 
I went out appearing anything but attractive, and 
from my ill-spent night, feeling keenly the incon- 
venience of having to work with my all opposing 
nature. But, like the family out of meat, my fifty 
cents of money would soon be gone and I had "got 
to git it" replenished. I spent the afternoon with 
various people on the main business street where I 
received two subscribers and a promise of one more 
if I would call again upon the superintendent of a 
bank, who was sitting with his hands in his pockets, 
leaning back fat and happy, with his feet resting in 
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another convenient holder, and domg nothing at all 
unless watching an extensive lot of gold and silver 
money piled on a table near him. I stated my bus- 
iness, requesting him to look at my books, which he 
did, as I held them over the counter towards him> 
and refusing to remove his hands from their hiding- 
places to write his name. I said to him : 

"I do not see any reason why you will not sub- 
scribe, for you can surely watch that gold with just 
as much ease if there were three or four dollars less, 
which you can give me for one of my books if you 
want to; and you will I know, I know, Sir." 

He laughed and said: ''No, not to-day; come 
in again to-morrow, and I will see about it; 
my hands are in a state of retirement just 
now, and I fear the exertion of bestowing such a 
weighty signature would be rather an unreasonable 
call upon them in their present desired seclusion. 
Come to-morrow, early, when the bank is actively 
open, with all hands at work and in order; remem- 
ber its the early hunter that secures the game." 

"Yes, Sir, and the late one that eate it; but I 
shall obey your injunction and call again in the 
morning. Sir; good evening," J! said, and left him 
sitting as still and smiling in the same good-natured 
way as when I first addressed him. 

July 25th I continued work in the busy part of 
town, and received five subscribers. Having paid 
my respects to the banker, as intended, in the morn- 
ing, I found his position changed, as he had repre- 
sented, into business-like action, but with the same 
pleasing smile still playing over his face as he wrote 
me his name, saying: 

" You came, you saw, you conquered." 

"Thank you, Sir," I said, and asked, "Why did 
you not ^ve me your signature yesterday?" 

"Because I wanted to see you again/' he 
answered. 
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" Well, if my second appearance here has given 
yon as much pleasure as your kindly reception has 
to me, Sir, we are both indeed favored and truly 
happy," I said, and left him to try my fate with the 
banking gentleman across the street. He was so 
cross and surly that he would not even give me a 
smile, nor stoop to look down upon me from his 
high-soaring countenance, nor sully his mighty 
breath by opening his lordly lips to give a single 
word to me. so dignified was he. How differently 
human nature is put up, I thought, as I left that 
haughty money-keeper, standing with his morning 

EBipers bunched under one arm and removing the 
ids from his commanding and obedient hands that 
served a kingly body, he seemed to think, while dis- 
dainfully turning from my plebeian presence. 

July 28th I finished my soliciting with thirteen 
subscribers, all I could get among the business men, 
and I sent for my books, and was, as usual, glad to 
rest until they came — away from the sun. The 
days were very warm, though not as hot quite as I 
left them in Nevada City. 

My room being situated directly over the bar- 
room, and in an atmosphere demanding all availa- 
ble friesh air through my single window, which I had 
constantly open to receive the cooling benefit of 
that curious fan by nature, the invisible waving 
wind, which in playing over my heated mind, 
soothed many an aching thought, with its pleasing 
and varied currents that, coming round my stilly 
rooming form, brought me many expressions and 
dialogues from men sojourning in the drinking 
room below, one bearing of which still clings to 
me too closely to forget: 

"What clacking things women are! just hear 
them there in that parlor. I have been listening 
here to their incessant clamoring till I began to 
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think I had either lost my own tongue or never had 
one." 

"By truth, sir, they are that! in comparison to 
those clashing instruments of women, you haven't 
got any, "man; nor any other man, except a sort ot 
solid fixed substance supporting and constituting 
the subjects that woman wags hers upon !^ but what 
is your name ?" 

" Galsticker, sir." 

"The devil it is ! How do you spell it T 

" G-a-1-s-t-a-k-e-r. What is your name, sir V 
, " Mine is Pityher." 

** Oh, gospel ! How do you spell yours ?" 

" P-i-t-a-h-e-r." And then came a laufi^h louder than 
all their words, which I more quietly joined in, but 
as heartily, at the funny sounding of those strangely 
met and very companionable names. 

August 1st I completed my work in Petaluma, 
which if not extensive, had paid ray board with a 
balance over, making an addition of a few dollars 
to the lonely fifty cents that I had when I arrived 
there, and altogether I felt easy when I left on the 
evening train for Santa Rosa, the county seat of 
Sonoma, where I arrived at six o'clock. I stopped in 
a large hotel overlooking the central plaza, which I 
circled around the next day, calling in every house 
on my way just for pleasure, for I received nothing 
else, and but very little of that. As music hath 
charms to sooth the savage, it also had power in 
the evening of that day to relieve me from the pangs 
of a telling disappointment, as I listened to the 
sweet strains of a full cornet band, playing late 
into the night, most charmingly too, while seated 
in their stand, plainly shown by full moonlight, in 
the center of that flower and tree-decked pleasure 
ground. 

August 3d I solicited through the entire business 
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portion of the* city without receiving a single re* 
spectable offer or name for any of my books. There 
were quite a number told me they would write me 
an order if they could see me in the evening, and 
thought it very singular that I would not accept 
their offered call, or give them the number of my 
room. I had met some of that liberal kind in 
other places, but more than an average amount 
there, and they annoyed me considerably more than 
usual because I had no success. There had been a 
young lady canvassing the place, in fact had just got 
through the evening I had arrived, and everybody 
that would buy a book had given her their subscrip- 
tion, which gave me an excuse for ill-luck. The 
same girl had stopped in Petaluma before me, and 
could not get a subscriber, the knowledge of which 
was very consoling to my misery, as my life alwajrs 
seemed easier when I could hear of or see somebody 
else suffer. 

August 4th I left Santa Rosa, feeling blue as the 
saddest sea wave, as I knew not where to go with 
my poor little money. I could do nothing on that 
railroad thoroughfare; the towns being so near San 
Francisco were canvassed even more uian the great 
city itself. My books, too, had been everywhere, 
and with the very successful opposition party who 
had just proceeded me over-shadowing my pathway 
with precarious doubt, I really knew not what to do. 
She was established in the next town of importance^ 
Healdsburg, but I had decided before leaving the 
city that I did not want that place; and fate, too, 
seemed determined that it should not be mine. 
Remembering the reply to my advertisment from 
Healdsburg, and knowing of the other agent's pres- 
ence there, I felt that my decision had been wise^ 
and I resignedly concluded to pass the place and go 
on to Cloverdale, the terminus of the railroad, and 
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trust to lack for another more favorable i*oute by 
one of the many staple ways leading off in different 
directions over the hills and far away, to places more 
obscure and less frequented by missionary angels 
like myself. 

As it did not give me any recommend to leave a 
city of five thousand inhabitants without any sub- 
scribers, I neglected my usual report to Roman's. 
I enjoyed the ride through the pretty vale, forget- 
ting care partially in watching the varying land- 
scape. It was a flourishing country, fruitful look- 
ing in every farming nature, with tine fruit orchards, 
vegetable gardens, and vineyards, and regular old- 
fashioned com fields, doing Eastern duty in their 
extensive production of that useful and nicely-grow- 
ing provender. An exceptionable sight it was to see 
those prettily waving blades, so long and purely 
green, on a California farm, in that sun-burning 
month of August, which seems generally a great 
burlesque on farming proper. 

The outlook from the car was pleasing, but the 
author of the '* Dance of Death " could alone do justice 
to the scene within. A companion picture to a long 
prayer, appropriate for private rooms with the light 
turned down, I thought, and my sentiments were 
mutual with othei*s in the car as " Pull Down the 
Blind " was hummed, sung loud, and whistled until 
that newly- wedded "Romeo" and "Juliet" — on a 
tour of sixteen miles — arrived in Oloverdale, their 
destination, when complete darkness had fallen over 
all, giving them an opportunity to follow out the 
injunctions of that very popular melody. History 
represents that old tyrant Napoleon to have said: 
" Love is the occupation of an idle man, the amuse- 
ment of a^busy one, and the shipwreck of a sovereign." 
The expression could not be improved, I thought, as 
I watched those two idiots^ so oblivious to worldly 
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care, making that shameful exhibition. Variety is 
the spice of life, but, like all spice, it should not 
serve in every dish ; but my photographic canvaas 
would be incomplete without it, and here it is, as 
nearly as 1 can ^ive it through an every-day life- 
work, that portrays the same business from which it 
is hard to break monotony. A coach carried me 
with those four arms full of love to one of two 
equally good hotels, and where soon after my supper 
I laid me down to sleep in ray little room — not car- 
ing whether my soul would keep or not till the next 
day. But it did, as usual, and was so fraught with 
uncertainty to me that I could see but little use in its 
disturbing my quiet sleep, awakening me only to 
turn me out in the street. 

July 5 th I canvassed the business men and received 
four names, and pleasant treatment by all, which 
threw a shade lighter over my gloomy feelings, that 
had become blue as the darkest spot in the deepest 
sea. The towns were small, with mountains rolling 
between them, and I felt like the Dutchman I came 
across once upon a time, when I was doing a country 
walk, who was consulting a guide-board with the 
index fingers pointing in two different directions. 
Not being able to decipher the English names, he 
said to me: 

"I dought dem dings showed beobles von right 
vay^ to go; Got! I don't can't see how dat vas! I 
can't go doo vays do vonce at de same time ! Yich 
ish te von I musht dake mit me firsht ? " 

August 6tli I continued my work and received two 
orders, one of which was tendered me by a party of 
gentlemen who were to each pay four bits towards 
buying the book, as none of them really wanted it; 
but seeing from my tell-tale face that I was feeling 
rather uneasy they gave me the benefit, which I 
appreciated. Going into the outer limits of the 
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village that day, I called in a small, neatly-kept 
cottage, where I was kindly received by an elderly 
lady who, after my telling her the titles of my books, 
exclaimed, while she turned the leaves of '* General 
Custer's Life," holding the book upside down: 

"Jennie Custer! Jennie Custer ! Can it be pos- 
sible? I thought it'ould come to this, by the tantrum 
way she was kickin' round when I sawed her last 
Poor gal ! I kno wed her well, when she was in her 
teens, courtin* of that Sam Custer. She was a purty 
critter, but gal like — ^she could see no use in livin' 
without tyin' herself onto some male feller; but the 
knot hadn't got fairly sot yet, when she seed the 
strings she hitched herself with drawed a'most too 
tight for an amusin' plaything. I'd like to git her 
life, but it's all I can do to keep my own old life 
now, and I can't buy another. I'd like to help you, 
if I could." 

Poor old lady I she could not read, and my big 
book of General Custer's exploits would have given 
her no benefit, and I made her no present, leaving 
her only a freshened memorial subject to dream and 
ponder over as she rockingly knitted in her old 
arm-chair. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 



UGUST 8th I received the money for seven 
books, all I had sold; and having decided up- 
on the road to go, trusting to fate for right 
or wrong, I took a seat in the stage, en 
route to Ukiah City, the county seat of Mendocino 
County. 

I should have preferred to accept a similar 
sitting, which was offered me freely by the grille* 
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manly owner of the transportion line leading to the 
noted** Geysers," but with my poor, dwarfed money, 
I could only refuse the kindly extended pleasure 
that I coveted so to take. Looking back from the 
vehicle that was moving me fast away, I caught a 
last view of that distracting married couple who 
were still clutching each other so that even chil- 
dren stared to see what was the matter with them 
as they were passing along the street, their affliction 
was so conspicuously peculiar, and they could not get 
over it. But being in Clover-dale, I supposed they 
really could not help it — a love lesson on the high- 
way, showing the demoralizing and disgustingly 
sickish effect cropping out from people diseased by 
harboring the puking sentiment. What a great re- 
lief it would have been to those two afflicted crea- 
tures, also their public observers, if they could have 
had one good spew and thrown it all up — my senti- 
ments as I gladly passed away from view of that 
immortal distress. A gentleman sitting opposite 
me, and evidently a mind reader, and coinciding too 
with mine, surprised me by saying: 

*'A terrible affliction, isn't it?" why the poor 
grasshoppered individuals of Nebraska were always 
happy in comparison; to me, it's most distressing. 
Is there no remedy?" 

" Not for them, it seems, sir," I said while I was 
reviewing mentally a specimen case of Nebraska 
suffering I had seen about one year before I started 
out into the big, wide world in search of book pur- 
chasers, and which the gentleman's expression 
brought into my memory again. I was keeping 
house in Oakland, and had friends then. Friends 
so tender and true they would go out of their way 
considerably, and very often too, to visit me ; would 
even pass by a first-class lodging establishment with 
feelings of impunity, preferring a blanket-roll bed 
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spread on any of my floors to the finest spring mat- 
tress, draped richly and restfully on walnut bed- 
steads elsewhere. 

Well, during those halcyon days of unalloyed 
friendship, I was favored by a call, no a visit, from 
a couple of my theretofore unknown to me, but 
very kindest well-wishers, who brought their sewing 
with them, and who had by a curious outlay of 
Providence originated somewhere in the same county 
of the State I so hopefully emigrated from^ in one 
of the cheerful sections of a moving palace, over- 
land to the sunny land of gold. We had never met 
on those venerable wilds of our Eastern homes, but 
through the far-seeing, advice-giving relatives of 
that delightful addition of two pure souls to my 
complete house full, they had come a long distance 
to find me and my peaceful home shelter. Being 
newly married and of the adventurous kind, they 
accepted the well-known Horace Greeley advice and 
followed in the well-worn tracks of various intelli- 
gent and industrious farm-hunting people who came 
West to that promised home land — Nebraska, re- 
maining there until after that fearful insect invasion, 
when their ambitious powers were suddenly renewed 
and they then by introductory letters kindly remem- 
bered me, still further West. 

I of course could not help being pleased with such 
a friendly showing from entire strangers, and my 
blankets were given as fairly a divide as my own 
family comfort would allow; but do as I would, I 
could only cover one-half of my newly attached 
friends, and that by sharing my own personal portion 
with the woman part, thus causing a sorrowful separ- 
ation of those two fond hearts giving that blessed 
beat of one. The masculine half gracefully resigned, 
and with true respect for me, he departed to a di.s- 
tant and more commodious residence — of his own 
12 
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relatives, where he sufferingly remained without 
seeing his adorable and me for one whole long 
week. But those seven days, like all griefs, passed 
finally away, bringing him back to my friendly 
castle just in time to make himself useful as well 
as affectionate, by carrying a basket of luncheon I 
had prepared for a picnic which a small party of 
my well-known friends and myself had arranged 
for the day. We started for our selected ground 
immediately after his arrival, where, after midday 
came with our desire for refreshments, which we 
luxuriously satisfied from well appointed wicker 
store-houues we had carried there with us, we rusti- 
cated happily. 

With our ravenous natures all appeased, I was 
leaning lazily back on the bark-covered trunk of a 
fallen tree, sitting on the leaf-carpeted ground in 
company with the editor of the Oakland Tribtmey 
and other friends of the paper, which by the way 
was represented not only by its illustrious chief, but 
the entire office staff, the day being a general labor- 
given holiday. But, as I said before, I was sitting 
with the editor, and peacefully enjoying a seance 
with nature, harmoniously recreating our wearied 
minds and bodies, and quietly digesting the feast we 
had eaten — all relishable there in those wooded 
wilds, when that worldly dictator of Republican 
sentiment started my forest dreaming fancies into 
a more lively form by this mighty editing question: 

*' In the name of all mentsd and bodily torment, 
of all the past, the present and the future heart long- 
ings in this variegated world that man and woman 
flesh is now, and has been and ever shall be heir to, 
of all their after feelings granted them in spirit 
ground, tell, oh, explain to me, the nature of that 
most pitiable disease that seems delvinginto the very 
core center of the youthful lives of those two Ne- 
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braska friends of yours, reclining in that shady 
nook, on yonder mossy stump of oak ?" 

** My dear sir," I said, " have you forgotten that I 
told you before, they are just one short week from 
out that ravished country of insect ruin, and that 
during the entire week since, they have been cruelly 
separated from all they hold dear — their own loving 
selves — until this very day ?" 

" Woe is me ! Shall I ever forget this scene of 
wretchedness to which I have been here in thia 
wilderness shamefully subjected ? Did the grass- 
hoppers doit ?" 

" Grasshoppers, sir, are the sole cause of this dis- 
tressing picture you are and have been so unhap- 
pily witnessing. " 

" If so," he exclaimed, *' may the eternal shades of 
all of heaven's gathered innocence surround me now, 
and protect my susceptible form henceforth and for- 
evermore from grasshoppers!" 

The day was very warm, the distance thirty or 
more miles, and the fare three dollars, over long 
hills and vales; but aside from heat and dust, and 
general discomforts in that sort of vehicle, the ride 
was rather a pleasurable one. There was one ady 
and three gentlemen passengers beside myself, all 
of whom were social, making the most entertain- 
ment possible during the tiresome stage journey, not 
forgetting to pause for refreshments at the usual 
place, which we were all glad to see. Another beau- 
tiful vale was Ukiah, given more to stock and hop 
farming than the extensive variety display of 
Sonoma; not so thickly settled nor so well cultivated, 
but much more romantic, with umbrageousness of 
wild woods and scattering inhabitants— real red 
folks of forest nativity, that occasionalyl crossed our 
pathway as we were being driven rapidly through 
(and roughly too, as stages never check for trifles 



180 Pacts: By a Woman. 

unless there is money in them) that poor, tame Indian 
country, the families and lords of which looked the 
full expression of all that can be implied from the 
very appropriate epithet, "lo, the poor Indian;" 
for they appeared as low, and poor, as God and man 
could well make them. One ancient squaw of those 
dusky beings had been ruthlessly snatched away 
from her shady poverty and lambkin fold — so I was 
told — a few days previous to our introduction there, 
by inhaling the poisonous vapor issuing from what 
they call the " Dead Spring," that stands open — ^a 
sure death-trap for any fool living thing that wants 
to quench a thirst, which it always quenches forever- 
more in that peaceful earth vicinity— about six 
miles from the city limits of Ukiah, where we 
arrived safely and well preserved from our con- 
tinued bouncing on that long stage ride, which would 
compare well in variety, length and fluctuating move- 
ments, to a transportation in the newly completed 
and gaily mounted Geary Street Railway of San 
Francisco. 

August 9th I awoke in a strange hotel bed-room 
again, which was every way familiar to me, with its 
two and one-half inch square of country looking- 
glass, pasted by nail-spike glue, directly over an 
even foot of taole, on the speckled wall of ages. 
Considering the fifty cents my all of money that I 
arrived in Petaluma with, I felt myself in circum- 
stances, as I had seven dollars towards pa3dng my 
board in Ukiah, which I was promised for one dol- 
lar per day, with seven soiled feet of room. After 
breakfast I began my calls for subscribers, going for 
influence first to the Court House, where I received 
very respectful attention and one name — which must 
have been a good leader, as I obtained eight more in 
its wake before nightfall — and my declining spirit 
revived as I could see my way more dearly. Feel- 
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ing happy with nine good names, I did ample jus- 
tice to the dinner placed before me at six o'clock, 
and as I was seated thereto, peacefully eating and 
thinking that my life was not so desperately bad off, 
after all, as I had been trying so to have it, my 
thoughts were drawn from self to a gentleman sit- 
ting down to a table near me. I recognized him as 
an individual from Santa Eosa, and a Judge who 
was attending court then in session in Ukiah. He 
was officiating at either a murder or a divorce case, 
I have forgotton which; but no matter, they are so 
similar, as either party contesting comes out equally 
free and interesting — if rich, or young and pretty. 
But that has nothing to do with my story which I 
intend relating here, about that noble Judge, one I 
cannot forget, as I never saw such an expression of 
astonishment as that sweeping over his features, or 
heard a more astounded utterance of words than 
those breaking from his mouth, when the table 
waiter announced the entres of that evening's din- 
ner. He leaned back in his chair, seemingly breath- 
less for a moment, when with one vast effort his 
voice issued an inward gladness, relieving him in its 
advent surprisingly in these words: 

" Beefsteak, liver and bacon ! Bacon, liver and 
beefsteak ! My God ! Bacon and liver. Lord, and 
beefsteak ! all up here in Ukiah ! and at one time, 
too. Oh my ears ! Did I hear aright ? So much 
good cannot be true!" But when the dishes men- 
tioned were dulv set before him his whole frame 
shook with delight at the rare display, and he con- 
tinued bursting out at intervals his exce&sive aston- 
ishment, while feasting both body and soul with 
not only the words, but the genuine *' beefsteak, 
liver and bacon." 

Ukiah I found a pleasant place of two thousand 
or more inhabitants, located near the base of the 



182 Facts: Br a Woman. 

Coast Range Mountains; with the usual valley cli- 
mate in summer time, hot days and charming even- 
ings. One feature, delightful indeed to people 
there, is the mineral springs, three of which are 
improved and near each other, making in all quite 
a bathing resort, within a short drive of the city. 
For the sum of two bits I was transported thither 
in a public conveyance, and for another two bits, 
upon my arrival there, I was treated to the most 
luxurious bath that has ever been my destiny to 
enjoy. The water being neither hot nor cold, but 
always of the same medium temperature, is delicious 
for bathing, with its peculiar sensation derived from 
a strong mixture of mineral substance, giving a 
soapy nature as it is being agitated. 

August 11th, during a soliciting tour on the outer 
edge of the city, I met a very active and rather 
aged woman, with dress of dark calico, and an apron 
and sun-bonnet alike of gingham, also in somber hue, 
all of which were made in the old, country style, 
innocently straight, free from fashion's tainted gore. 
I thought of " Mother Hubbard," and the shoe-liv- 
ing woman, and every other funny old lady I ever 
knew of, as I watched her knitting while walking 
towards me, until she paused in both when closely 
to me, peering curiously through her bra»s-mounted 
spectacles, looking knowingly out from that ging- 
ham covered shed of pasteboard containing a brown, 
wrinkled face, with a nose made for pointing at oth- 
ers less gifted in its powerful sure guidance — a nose 
that soon knows all there is to nose out within its 
own keen setting point, which she fixed with medi- 
tated surety at and nearly touching my dull and 
blunt, but sensitive organ, as she applied her well- 
skilled word traps to assist her pointer in catching 
me, her latest game, for a truthful exhibition of my 
doings in the town. And she mentally drafted me 
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entire to her reporting satisfaction, while she nosed 
me there, saying: 

"Well, how y're makin' on't? Git some rough 
treating I guess, don't yer? I know somethin' bout 
this book peddlin' business, cos I ve got a friend that 
tried on't, and she got so mad an' disgusted like she 
soon gin* it up. I tell yer she's a smart creeter, tew' ; 
can write things tew put in newspapers, though I 
never seed any on 'em in print; but she can dew it. 
But yer don't' ketch her tryin' to sell any more 
books tew men now, you bet! Nineteen names! 
well I'll swow ! that beats my eyes !" And putting 
her face still closer up to mine, she continued, " But 
yer a little younger an* better lookin' than she were, 
an' that does it ! I'll swow ! its astonishin' how 
them men fellers will run after a painted up creeter 
of a female gal or woman ! Why even my old dried 
excuse for a shoemakin' man'U drop his last, sole 
an' all an' run, liftin up his apron wipin' his dirty 
black paws, tew git another sight at them late 
fetched fashion, city dry goods showing women, if 
they swing a high neck, holdin' a befrizzed head, 
with a paint-daubed face, a passin' of his old shoe 
patchin' shop. Oh ! its queer doin's folks do, queer 
doin's! Nineteen names! it beats my eyes, I'll 
swow !" And she resumed her knitting and walk- 
ing, repeating "nineteen names," while I moved 
along too, repeating in my mind another of her ex- 
pressions, as it came truthfully , " Its queer doin's 
folks do, queer doin's," surely I thought, as in wend- 
ing my way home, where I arrived happily, quite 
pleased indeed with the "doin's" of some folks — 
those especially who had so charitably and enter- 
tainingly furnished my surprising and memorable 
list of "nineteen names." 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

UQUST 15th I was sitting alone and rest- 
ing from the completion of a very satisfac- 
tory work in Ukiah, when I was suddenly 
joined by as tall a man as I have ever seen 
outside of a paying exhibition; and being suitably 
proportioned, he was a mystery to me, from the 
tact that he was not satisfied with his unusual sup- 
ply of healthy bone, sinew and flesh which com- 
posed his own spirit dwelling, but wanted to add 
an addition to the towering abode of his soul; and 
he took me into his confidence regarding the con- 
templated structure, occupying more than one hour, 
late as we two sat on the outer balcony of the pub- 
lic mansion, where we gazed from on to, and over 
the better portion of his own adopted home city, 
also the beautiful coast range of ever-green hills, 
the mighty base of which closed the dwelling limits, 
facing and showing us their varied forms of impres- 
sive grandeur by heaven's brilliant lights shining so 
clearly, in that curious floor above, gently and 
pleasingly relieving a blackness of the night-clad, 
sleeping earth. He confided in me not only his 
plans relative to his supposed improvement of his 
mental establishment, but generously insisted upon 
my accepting a half interest, as he could not com- 
plete his desired residence without the joint attach- 
ment of the very useful and ornamental figure of 
woman. And he did not think it good either for 
him to be alone in his own house, like all men, which 
always seemed to me a singular idiosyncrasy in them, 
for why is it not as good for them to be alone, part 
of the time anyway, as women all the time ? How- 
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ever, I felt indeed complimented by his honorable 
offering, with a due amount of sympathy and re- 
spect, and a terrible temptation to stop, too, right 
uiere and inflict the man forevermore with my 
troublesome presence. The darkness of that night 
and the heavenly maze through its enchantidg lights 
had cast a magical glamour oven his dreaming ob- 
servatories, and he failed to see aught but a fairy- 
like home in the castle he was building. But, while 
the seductiveness of both heaven and earth's wooings 
had charmed my gentlemanly companion into a 
fancied life of bliss, the Satanib power below, or 
some other evil genius that has constantly been my 
guide, was unaccountably beckoning me onward 
over the hills and far away, to that better land I 
was looking for, and which seemed as there within 
my grasp; and I truly should have seized it had it 
not have been for a silent monitor — mother, in my 
mind — so surely whispering, " Not there, not there, 
my child !" 

The heat of the valley had fatigued me very much 
and I was glad with the prospect of soon inhaling 
once more the invigorating ocean breeze; and I left 
XJkiah and my proffered friend, and the house that 
had held me an occupant for just seven days, in the 
early morning stage, bound for Mendocino City. 

As I was riding away upon the hills above, re- 
flecting upon my wearisome lot, I did look back, as 
I have done ofttimes since, with a real sigh, to my 
valley home — that might have been. 

It wa<^ a pretty place, but as my guiding spirit 
had bidden me on, I soon forgot the temptation 
behind, in the marvelous beauty of all nature before 
me. I was enjoying a ride upon a wonderfully con- 
structed wagon road, and through the wildest scen- 
ery I had ever seen. A few miles upon either end 
of that fifty-mile driveway is not so pleasant, being 
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badly cut into deep ruts by heavy laboring teams 
that are daily drawing timber from the redwood 
forest, through which we were driven a distance 
of thirty-five miles, over a serpentine road, smoothly 
graded, free from dust and nicely shaded, with just 
enough of old ocean's breeze playing with varied 
leaves of countless beautiful trees to give a perfect 
temperature to the most delightful drive. 

The road winds in repeated curves up. around, and 
over and down the broad coast range of heavily tim- 
bered mountains. The good book tells us that in order 
to be saved we must travel the narrow road, and I 
was never more strongly reminded of the admonition 
than when being whirled in that open stage around 
its delicately twisted road-line, and thought indeed 
that if I were ever saved and borne safely through 
all the threatening destruction on my passage way 
to Mendocino City, that truly I must be on that 
very narrow-gauge — Heaven's own safty road — 
pointed to us by our Biblical guide. And I thought, 
too, that if it was really the genuine pathway, it 
was dangerous to be even safe sometimes; but as 
those terrible feelings of doubt crept over me, I 
would instinctively put mv trust in the driver, for 
he did drive his horses well. 

When riding on the ragged verge of gaping preci- 
pices, on a level with and far above the towering 
tops of trees, and turning my sight on, far away 
upward along other extended monuments of living 
green, into the foliage sheltering us from the scorch- 
ing sun, I would feel about as near Heaven, and 
with another glance downward into the impenetra- 
ble depths below, about as near hades, too, as on any 
highway I could travel upon, apart from the ways 
leading to either of those two speculative and 
unsatisfactorily explored, but everlastingly to be our 
own future home countries. Casting my vision up 
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three hundred feet and more, or following slowly 
and directly on those majestic forms of redwood, I 
was mutely fascinated with sublimity and awe, 
shuddering as I looked them up, thinking what a 
miraculous climb it would be to reach a safety seat 
in the angel land above, shining so cheeringly bright 
through the clear blue sky beyond the massive tree 
tops ; looking down from which again into the 
awful abysses, I would quake with fear as I plainly 
saw how easy it would be to secure a resting-place 
with the devil band below. 

But aside from frequent fears and hair-breadth 
escapes over the long mountain stage way, the ride 
thrilled my soul with rapture and purest earthly 
joy, so interesting to me that I ceased to think for 
one whole day of the hated mission upon which I 
was bent. I did not forget to eat, though, at the 
half-way house, a plain board building located in 
that immensity of forest, at midday, where we 
arrived with appetites prepared well for the really 
good dinner set before us. Although the deliciously 
cool and clearly sparkling waters of Shady Side 
and other mountain springs on the way refreshed 
us, they failed to produce the reviving effect of the 
finely flavored beverages of tea and coffee dealt to 
us by the pleasant keeper of that redwood inn. 

There were not only the forest's greatest monarchs. 
those stately forms of redwood, but evergreens and 
a variety of shrubs and vines, flowers, mosses and 
ferns, and trees of other mountain scenes, mingling 
with the mighty mass that formed our passing land- 
scape, making not only a picture of natural wilds 
for solid study, but with the many unexpected glint- 
ings of human lights thrown out to view in that 
secret clime of wooded shades, as our approaching 
gaze brought them conspicuously to the front, I was 
as intently amused as interested in that charming 
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mountain pass. It only lacked a king "Richard/' 
a " Robin Hood/' and an "Ivanhoe/* with a fair 
Jewess and Saxon heireas, and a few other beauties, 
such as the jolly jesters and friars of '*' Tuck" notor- 
iety, with here and there a castle, to make the most 
gorgeous and exciting romance of Scott, or any 
other novel. 

Our company consisted of a silent man and 
woman, the driver and myself, all feeling it a time 
for silence with equal appreciation, except when 
seeing the post-offices and private boxes of the chary 
redwood citizens; and even the human inhabitants 
themselves afforded a change for our ridiculous fancies 
to feast their amusing eyes upon, causing many a 
smile to play over our inspired countenances, with 
accompanying outbursts of solid laughter from our 
traveling bodies, reverberating with repeated echoing 
rings throughout the hidden heights and depths of 
that mysterious wooded den. The post-offices and 
boxes were like their public and private masters, 
varied curiously in form, and so purely plain and 
simple, so "child-like and bland," that most anybody 
could make one without either practice or design. 

One of the various boxes looms before me now as 
the leading star of that vast receptacle body, which 
but few people would ever think of making, from its 
very pure simplicity and inexpensive nature. It 
was only a pine stick or stake driven substantially 
into the ground at the near side of the stage way, 
standing firmly and erect, solid and perfect, all ex- 
cept a short opening crevice, a simple cranny cut or 
split by an ax in the extreme top center, which gave 
the mail carrier but the work of an instant if he 
aimed correctly — as he did when we saw him — ^to 
deposit a letter or paper in that ever-waiting gap 
while driving rapidly along, and happily so free 
from halting care. Other mail depositories stood 
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before us frequently, in human form, one of which 
appeared in the shape of a small bare-footed, ragged 
and hatless boy; and the happy expression chasing 
over his healthy, fat face when he seized an open 
package was something wonderful to behold in that 
wilderness of rare solitude. He had received a knife, 
and judging by the genuine joy it afforded him, it 
must have been a real Barlow, with all new im- 

frovements attached. Happy boy ; I envied him as 
gazed upon his animated form of earthly coatent, 
but silently appealed to the awe-inspiring shades of 
those impressive evergreens to preserve and ever 
keep his secluded tranquil soul thus innocent and 
supremely happy, free from the torturing cliques of 
further civilization. 

At one of the regular offices, about one-third of 
the distance from Ukiah to Mendocino City, there 
was quite a heavy mail delivery, comprising sixteen 
letters and double that quantity of newspapers ; and 
seeing no other habitation, nothing but density of 
wildwood shading the wilder canons and towering 
land peaks, we could only speculate and wonder 
where the would-be recipients of that extensive mail 
held forth. But the postmaster relieved our curiosity 
by telling as that there were all of seventy human 
beings located in that settlement of trees, who boldly 
dwelt and lived there without the aid of magical 
wands wafting their sustenance to them through 
imagined hands of genii or forest-roaming fairies. 

About two-thirds of the distance our conveyance 
halted again, fronting a partly boarded dwelling ar- 
rangement, situate ten or more rods back from the 
road. The building was not complete, and decidedly 
isolated, but when we saw the expressman, our 
driver, extricating the very familiar mail-bag from a 
conglomeration of straps, boxes, bottles, ropes and 
sacks underneath his feet, we knew that we were 
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viewing another post-office ; and we laughed till tears 
did actually flow from our intelligent eyes as we 
watched him carrying that post*bag away into the 
the office, which may have contained a postal card, 
or possibly one letter, but we doubted it, and unan- 
imously concluded that if there was any change or 
deposit made of mail, in the post-office there, it must 
have been done through their imagination; for it 
was the thinnest looking bag that anybody could 
ever see,' containing anything. 

But our delightful odorating redwood forest, like 
all pleasures, glided swiftly by, and the complete 
gigantic bodies of earth and kingly trees faded en- 
tirely into the background of nature's pictorial 
views, which had been so bounteously and variably 
spread everywhere about us. We were nearing 
Mendocino, and in doing so we found our own happy 
forms changing too, like the scenery. The atmos- 
phere grew colder, and we gathered our wraps 
gladly, as newly attached friends, closely and pro- 
tectingly around us; for the destroying' woodman 
had spared not the trees to shelter us so laughingly 
and lovingly there from the chilling blasts of ocean 
that keenly swept through the clearing surface ; and as 
evening was casting its dusky mantle, we received the 
full benefit of both view and breezes of our saddest 
given body, the ever-moaning sea. We got out tired 
and even glad to sup with civilization agait, cold and 
hungered travelers from the stage, to its restful 
home at night in Mendocino. 

August 17th I woke to find myself in a land of 
gloom and fog, instead of cheering sunshine. What 
a change from valley to coast. The whole earth 
was dark indeed, as I noted it from my window. 
My every nature shaded too from light to darkness 
accordingly. My intense longing for ocean atmos- 
phere was gratified, and surely I ought to be satis-. 



Facts: By a Woman. IW 

fied, I thought, but I was not, and most ungrateful, 
truly. I would not become so exhausted with heat 
as I had been in the vale where I had been so inter- 
estedly and amusedly transported from, but I could 
not help shivering there in the possession of my cov- 
eted pleasure; and I longed for the suq to shine 
and warm my chilling blood, all so cold, depressed 
and blue 1 And my thoughts went back to the bal- 
cony view of a life-long happiness I had ca^t aside. 
— for what ? to appreciate its worth, as other treas- 
ures, when forever lost 1 




CHAPTER XXV. 

OOKING from my window — into that im- 
penetrable fog, I thought of Professor Dra- 
per's lecture On the Influence of Climate, 

showing the fruitful properties and life-giving 
powers of that gloriously regular lamp turning our 
nights into day — the wondrous glowing sun — which 
he says " not only determines periods of awakening 
and sleep, of growth and decay, but controls and 
regulates the movements of animated beings all over 
the face of the earth." And although I had of tentimes 
felt equally hopeless when the days were given the 
brightest, I realized the philosophy of Draper while 
staiiding there thinking that if I could only see the 
tiniest ray of sunshine, the earth and myself would 
surely feel a something cheering in life, bidding us to 
wake and live through that damply seeping and pene- 
trating gloom. But I left my room and worked all 
day beneath the dripping clouds, through the busi- 
ness street, and received seven subscribers. I re- 
tired at night suflering as much, and more, from the 
effects of cold, on mv coveted shore than I had with 
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heat in the oppressive valley, which I complained of 
so when canvassing there; and I chided my restless 
spirit for dooming me to Mendocino. 

August 18th, the second morning after my arrival 
there, I arose shivering with chills and nearly bed 
sick, but seeing the sun shining so warmly and in- 
viting to all outward life again, I bade defiance to 
real bodily aches and pains, got my usual coffee and 
toast breakfast, and animated myself into living 
activity by a day of out-door exercise in the fuU 
light of our life-giving sun, which warmed my chilly 
blood into a more healthy condition, and I finished 
my canvass with the business people, getting five 
more subscribers. The place I found small, but 
larger than any of the coast towns in that county, I 
was told, and I could not hope to sell many books 
in any or all combined of those ocean-side villages. 
My only prospect lay in the saw-mill and lumbering 
places for a real remunerative work; but how was I 
to canvass there ? that was my mighty question. 

To call upon those mill men, I would be necessi* 
tated to go in the evenings when their working hours 
were past; and being an unfortunate exhibition — an 
unprotected woman — and stranger too, to all, I was 
placed in quite a quandary. The nearest mill w4fi 
situate one mile or more from the town and place I 
was making my home, and it certainly did not seem 
right for me to be out so far and alone at night. Th'e 
few orders that I had received would add so little to 
my extra store, over daily expense, and I was many 
miles from home. I had been told repeatedly, by 
both ladies and gentlemen in the town, to visit the 
mill boys, and to have no fear,for I would be treated 
only respectably and kindly by all; but I did not 
like attempting such a task, notwithstanding my 
much assurance of gentlemanly treatment. But 
as I looked down my short list of names, all I hoped 
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to get in the town, that incentive power of inde* 
pendence asserted itself with the boldest grip, and I 
was myself again, piloting my way through adver- 
sity. 

It was on Saturday evening about five o'clock 
when I took my books, en route alone to that distant 
camp of laboring men, thinking on my way of the 
*' Vicar of Wakefield," and an expression therein of 
a quoted philosopher, who said, " The greatest object 
in the universe is a good man struggling with adver- 
sity," and to which Groldsmith added, " Yet there is 
still a greater, which is the good man that comes to 
relieve it." And I thought &s I walked, that if it is 
such a great thing for a good, strong man to battle 
with adverse tides, it surely must be a greater for 
the weaker form of woman, even though not so good, 
to fight the opposing waves that beset her troubled 
pathway in a much more destructive manner, fiut 
I was not elated with my act of greatness, even 
though it were, for I could see neither pleasure nor 
beauty in an every-day skirmish with poverty for a 
mere existence in life, if it were the greatest object 
extant; and I coincided with Goldsmith's sensibly 
improved addition. 

I arrived shortly before six o'clock, Justin time to 
station myself, according to previous well-given direc- 
tions by my motherly landlady, in the cook and eat- 
ing house before the men would be dismissed, and 
where I found, upon entering the dining appartment, 
a few of the leading men engaged at supper. I told 
them my business while they continued eating, 
silently but never more actively, from heaps of fresh 
boiled potatoes, cold baked beans, broiled beefsteak, 
hot biscuits and dried apple sauce, and drinking from 
tin cups both tea and coffee — which was spread 
before them on one of several long, plain board 
tables, occupying their eating room. And never 
13 
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before or since, I think, have I felt so extremely out 
of place and foolish, and contemptibly mean, as 
when standing before those wearied, supping men, who 
spoke not half a dozen words while I was displaying 
my books; but simply when leaving the strange cere^ 
mony, halted ere passing me by and wrote me each 
one his name in my order list, and left me then alone 
in my glory. In that woodman's dining-hall, where 
I remained until the whistle blew, dismissing a crew 
that put me to flight, in real double-quick, into an 
obscure corner in the cook's department, where I 
waited until they were all through eating. And 
while doing so I was myself regaled with a piece of 
nicely broiled steak, a hot biscuit and real China 
bowl of coffee, presented to me by the Chinaman 
cook, and for which I felt refreshed and grateful 

The evening shades were actively falling when I 
stepped from out that cook house into a weird and 
wildly clad region of lumber and saw-mills, located 
on one side of a there called Big River; and it was a 
goodly sized one, truly. A body of water rushing 
madly from the near ocean into the bordering of the 
mighty redwood growing hills, with a narrow, short 
vale or flat cast upon one bank of the rolling stream, 
where the lumber makers dwelt in a village of cab- 
ins. Seventy-five men in number were retiring and 
wandering off in and from their little homes, when 
I curiously appeared there in the gloaming among 
them. It being the last one of the working days in 
their as usual busy week. I found many of the 
men getting ready or going for a visit in the town, 
which made my time for calling decidedly unpropi^ 
tious for soliciting their names, but they all treated 
me well, and invited me to come again on Monday 
evening, when they would be at home, and have 
time to examine the books. It seemed a queer 
adventure to me to be thero in tho4e wilds alone, in 
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a darkening, craggy cove, frowned over by wildwx)ods 
covering the mountain brows, the vine and rocky 
faces of which stared ghoul-like down into the mad 
waves, washing moaningly and spasmodically the 
lower extremities of their massive forms, which 
dashed the waters back again into snow-like storms 
of spray. It was a queer place and a queer adven- 
ture for me, I thought, but it paid me well with 
nine subscribers ; and aa I walked briskly home- 
ward through a rapidly forming night, from that 
camp so strangely wooded by nature and the handi- 
work of man, dwelling and working coincidingly 
together, away from womankind, considering my 
kindly treatment by those woodmen's rough, worn 
hands, I surely thought that virtue bestows her rar- 
est gifts in places most obscure, and seldom sought 
by the queerish human mind. 

Sunday being sunny and warm, I took a stroll 
on the sea-beat shore and gathered shells, not as 
in days of yore, for really I had never been given 
the pleasure before ; but I enjoyed the privilege per- 
haps aU the more, coming from an inland clime so 
sweltering with heat, to walk on the shell-strewn 
strand* of that cooling, watered beach, which was 
not extensive — a very small, secluded nook between 
the breaking crags and waves of the grand old Pa- 
cific, which appeared in anyway but mild to me, 
with its moaning and foaming, worrying and turbu 
lent manner. But shell gathering, like any other 
work or pleasure, grew tiresome and monotonous, 
for want of variety in form, doubtless, and my ava- 
ricious desire for those sea-casting beauties waned 
suddenly when I paused to gaze on my coveted heap 
of a bushel or two of nothing but abalones. I then 
ceased to grasp the tempting things, that vied with 
the heavenly rainbow in a beauteous form of color- 
ing, which seemed to me like detached pieces of that 
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attractive bow, as they came whirling around my 
feet in the same prismatic hues, fresh, pure and clear, 
on the clean washed sand, and of which I had seized 
every whole, tinted shell and broken piece of one, 
thinking each more bright, as it really was, freshly 
dripping from a thorough wash of that rolling sea. 
Most beautiful objects they came to me, but in such 
profusion that my bewildered eyes became surfeited 
at last with an accumulation of glory too extensive 
for me to carry, and I retired to rest my actually 
wearied form on a rustic couch of drif t\\'Ood, where 
I lounged dreamily listening to the melancholy tone 
of the sad sea moan. And as I looked upon my 
charming mound of shells, that I had fatigued my- 
self so in heaping, to my surprise I saw them, as in 
drying there with the promethean fires above, losing 
their brilliant colors, ever so very fascinating when 
wetly thrown from the sea, and which I left indeed 
reluctantly, after the tide came in, destroying my 
beautiful shell mountain and driving me from roam- 
ing fancies into real life a^ain, when I returned to 
the hotel humming and wishing I were living " In 
the Cottage by the Sea." 

Monday I worked among the families, and 
received one order from a lady, giving me a surprise 
indeed that I cannot here forget She was the wife 
of the leading book merchant in Mendocino, and she 
wrote me her name whUe saying: 

"I can get this book much cheaper than by taking 
it from you, as my husband deals in books nere, and 
gets them all as you do — at wholesale price; but I 
am well provided for in every liveable way, and a 
competency is all we should ever crave when it is 
surely all we need ; and I love to help others whom 
I see trying to help themselves, and my own weak 
sex especially. I want the book and I want to assist 
you, which I know I will do by buying it from you. 
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I left that house, feeling that the mistress had, 
through her exceptionable kindness of heart, veriiied 
the philosophical truthfulness of the very expressive 
saying, ''Among a thousand females there may be 
one woman." And she truly was a woman of the 
purest making, I thought, as I recalled the many 
times I had been turned away from doors by the 
wives of other book dealers, who had told me, " No I 
get all the books I want from my husband, who buys 
them at wholesale;" and to emphasize their state- 
ment they would invariably bang the door in my 
face with true telling expression. 

After leaving the rare-found woman I concluded 
to visit the Necropolis — the silent city of the dead — 
which formed a part of the wayside I was return- 
ing on to my home, and where I was surprised to see 
so few of the lots occupied. I had been told fre- 
quently by different people in Mendocino that the 
coast towns were all exceptionably healthy, but I 
had received the same information of healthful 
climate in every place I had ever been in California, 
even in the suffocating coal mines. " Why, people 
come here from the city for their health, and are 
benefited,'* is the general manner of portraying each 
climate's reign of Hygeia. But when I saw the 
very few and far between graves in that cemetery, 
I felt assured of the fact that people rarely died, or 
were buried there, even if they did get sick. Acci- 
dents proving fatal seemed the principal cause com- 
posing that departed gathering. I was amused at 
one of the epitaphs of the unfortunate bodies cruelly 
entombed there from a healthful life, which read as 
follows: 

"Dear Billy, lie still and be at rest; 
The good Lord did what he thought best. " 

And as I gazed down on the dry grass, forming a 
complete matted covering, I wondered if Billy was 
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being dutiful, and obeying that wifely injunction. 
But while I sadly reflected over his sudden demise 
and compulsatory quietus, I left the sleeping Billy 
my entire sympathy with feelings of gratitude, for 
he had furnished me the only name in the peaceful 
lot — and I canvassed all — worth a single bit of use 
or thought of remembrance to me; and I treasured 
it safely, independent of his wife, who could not be 
jealous when she had him secure in the only safe 
warranted for keeping husbands to wives pure. 




CHAPTER XXVI. 

iN the evening of that Monday I left the 
hotel about six o'clock, to conclude my calls 
upon the mill men, of whom I could see 
only a very few until it grew dark ; but 
never in my life, in any place, have I been treated 
with more civility. One of the many courteous 
boys wrote me his name, and then voluntarily 
escorted me into the other cabins, and afterwards to 
my hotel home, forming one pleasing reminiscence 
among many of that evening's visit in the lumbering 
camp, which I did not leave until after nine o'clock. 
It seemed a novel picture to them and to me, as I 
stood there the only woman in that strangely-built 
and wildly-placed village of stranger men. I felt 
myself a lonely and frail being, truly, when standing 
there before them, cloaked in that favorite wrap in 
traveling time of the evil-doers — ^the secretive shades 
of night — ^trying to obtain subscribers, which were 
not hard to get from those very humane workers, 
who were manly and sympathetic as could anywhere 
be found; but my Erebus garb and weakness doubt- 
less charmed me into their favor. 
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■III! ■ ■ ■ ' ■ 

From one of those lamp-lit cabin homes I have a 
picture clinging to my mental view, distinct from 
all of many strangely furnished me there. Stand- 
ing in an opened door- way, I saw a neatly-carpeted 
floor and walls adorned by graceful pictures, a table 
covered with a tasteful woolen spread, at the sides of 
which were seated in easy chaii*s the really hand- 
some forms of two young men, one of whom was 
engaged in reading a book and the other practicing 
on a violin. It was a pleasing contrast to the cheer- 
less homes I had seen before in that roughly-built 
camp, and surprisedly I remarked, as I crossed the 
threshold: ** Why you are as neatly and cosily sit- 
uated as if there was a woman in the house ! " They 
smiled and replied, extending me a chair: 

'' A woman is about the only comfort lacking, as 
we indeed get very lonely at times, so far away from 
home and all womanly friends; but we are only 
learning more and more every day the true value of 
pleasures denied us, and may the better appreciate 
them through our present denial should we ever live 
to enjoy any again." 

The hour being late I hurriedly showed them my 
books, explaining my business there. They ex- 
amined the prospective forms and said they would 
like the complete works, but their wages had been 
reduced so they were compelled to abstain from pur- 
chasing only necessities; although they would like 
to assist me, and would indeed, were it not for that 
old, old story of hard times; but they did not want 
to and would not subscribe. I listened to their 
excuses while looking at the violin, which grew 
more tempting to me the longer I gazed. Among 
all musical instruments the violin had always been 
my hobby; but having been gifted, or cursed I 
should say, with more than an average musical 
desire and talent, I had always been denied the luxury 
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from ohildhood up of receiving any instruction in 
music, other than could be obte^ed in the country 
singing schools, which were generally kept in prog- 
ress by the neighborhood boys, and given in night 
sessions with one meeting each week. Being a girl, 
my tuition in those vocal trainmg-schools was never 
refused me by my fatherly parent, who was a very 
strict advocate of free instruction. 

But my ambitious musical formation soared above 
those country airs, I was not content with singing 
" Auld Lang Syne," " Old Hundred " and " Green- 
land's Icy Mountains." I wanted to be an angel, 
then, like my city cousins, and play on harps and all 
such delectable things. But those tilings cost money, 
and the idea was preposterous for a country girl 
aspiring to or aping city manners, and no thorough- 
bred Puritan farmer of the Presbytery would toler- 
ate such a nonsensical expenditure of money ; a sac- 
rilege indeed, to them as damning in effects, as to 
have omitted their table blessing, which they never 
failed to repeat when drawn around the every-day eat- 
ing ceremonies, or at their most hilarious and festive 
occasions, clinging to that little Christian speech with 
a confirmed grip as on their money hold, knowing 
it to be their chief salvation and only prayer they 
could offer. 

But genius will work through prison walls to 
grasp its coveted design; and in company with that 
aforementioned brother of mine, we managed to 
purchase a five-dollar violin, and a self- instruction 
book, and with many hours of torture to our 
affectionate mother and patient practice by our- 
selves, we learned to play aU the songs and dance 
music popular in those days, without any extra 
expense. But as we advanced in power, our musi- 
cal spirits developed into another great want, which 
that one single instrument failed to supply ; and with 
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time, stealth and economy, we increased our store 
by a most charming addition of another real beauty — 
a more expensive violin. And as we kept on with 
time in his flight we added to our desires a 
guitar, a flute, a banjo, and an accordeon — all of 
which enlivened our store. From the rear shelves 
could also be gathered jewsharps, and bones, and 
even a triangle was there; all of which we mur- 
dered, with time, and our fondest and ever willing 
Ustener, mother. But the new twenty-dollar violin, 
of Russian make, with its dark and highly polished 
and smoothly rounded corners, in purest rosewood 
form, produced the charm that gives this spell of 
immortal information. 

We had two violins and played them well in con- 
cert oft together, that brother wise and I, he playing 
a second while I performed a leading part, and 
played — played myself — alone — ^into a book agent, 
sitting, worldly tired, in that little cabin "ten thou- 
sand miles away " from my old farm home, or any 
other real home, as far as I could see, in that wood- 
men's lodgement. But my girlish days came back to 
me in perfect form, as I looked at that instruction book 
and violin, which were both a/oc simile of my first 
loves, in "the days when I was young." Their fas- 
cination there I could not resist; I picked the 
instrument off the table where its owner had placed 
it, and played again the old songs as I had done so 
long before, which startled the boys into writing their 
names in my order books, and for once in my life 
my musical talent pecuniarily benefited me. After 
my evening's work I arrived at the hotel, getting 
my supper there at ten o'clock, and thence to bed 
happy — ^for I had twenty-three more subscribers. 

August 21st I went in the stage to Caspar, 
another small mill town, five miles up the coast from 
Mendocino City. I canvassed the private dwellings 
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until evenine time, when I visited the cabin boys 
•'by moonlight, alone." The camp being very nearly 
apart from the village there, I had not far to go 
from the place I was lodging; the moon was giving 
her fullest light, and I mtuie my tour without a 
shadow of fear, seeing every way so clearly. I met 
with the same cordial and polite receptions as in the 
camp at Mendocino, which I found in every way 
similar, though not so large. 

How strange those cabin scenes come back to me 
in my memorial vision, not as real facts of life but 
as storied works of fiction. Pictures of careworn 
boys and men, formed in couples or in groups of 
three and more, in the most poverty-stricken dens, 
resting from laborious work beginning at six and 
closing at six or seven ; seven in the evening was 
the average close of day-time work, exeept on Sat- 
urdays, when they were always excused earlier, to 
eat their coarsely given supper, after which they 
enjoyed their freedom, lounging in those wooden 
pens with roughest living appointments. Some 
engaged in reading, by flickering candlelight or 
offensive rays of smoky lamps; some playing cards, 
some mending their aged garments, and others 
wearily stretdied upon their sheetless beds of 
blankets spread on naked earth or harder boarded 
floors, or in plainest wood-built cots, with no other 
home or friends. Such is the life of the majority 
of those lumbering men, who fell the mighty trees, 
forming them into logs, then into slabs and boards 
and laths, for other human slaves to refine and build 
into homes of comfort for the free roaming, soulless 
brutes to dwell in, as the more civilized workmen's 
homes and higher grades of manor houses, mansions, 
and palaces for the well-to-do and opulent, who lux- 
uriate upon the spoils from the toiling forms of 
human beings living in a degraded state far below 
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their well*housed animals, and whom they treat as 
in every way inferior to their own petted beasts. 

One view of* this . fact was shown to me on tiie 
Mosaic pavement fronting a stately mansion, owned 
by a moneyed king in a large city, whom I saw as 
I was walking there, patting gently with his lordly 
hands the glossy form of one of two noble animals 
gracing his family coach, all in princly showing. 
As I approached nearly the golden turnout, I was 
attract^ particularly by an expression of that lord, 
who angrily exclaimed: 

" The devil ! how is this, * Tom ! ' You * over- 
looked ' it, hey? Did I hire you to play? You are 
here to work! for which I pay you; and, damn you, 
doit!" 

He had discovered some defect in the polish of 
his glittering trappings while petting his spirited 
animal, which instinctively shrank from his fondling 
master, who was coaxingly saying to the resisting 
beast, " Whoa, Don, whoa; that's a nice boy, whoa. ' 

Thus he kindly petted and coaxed the animals 
that carried his lordship, exhibiting his wealth and 
charming qualities to the on-lookmg world, while 
the human beings who were hidden away doing his 
dirty work, and keeping so cleanly perfect the treas- 
ures of his showy home, received naught but curses 
for their necessary service, with the moneyed pit- 
tance ever given in a most begrudging manner. 

And scores of wealthy people, whose children are 
even trained into addressing the servants by saying, 
" You are paid to wait upon me, now do it ! " can 
every day oe seen in the countless walks of human 
life, the reigning motto being, *' I pay you, and, 
damn you, do it 1 " 

I met with an unexpected and strange, to me, expe- 
rience in my work among the ladies of that mill 
town, two of whom were wanting each one a fam- 
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ily Bible, the first order for which placed me in pain- 
ful confusion. I had no Bible prospectus, had never 
sold a Bible, had never bought one, and had never 
borrowed one that I could remember of, and, in fact, 
I had not seen one for so long a time that I retained 
but a dim recollection of their actual appearance. 
She wanted a large, illustrated family Bible for the 
exact sum of ten dollars. Having told her that I 
would be glad to furnish her any book at city 
retail price, when she refused my subscription 
books, as was my usual custom, I then begged the 
privilege of furnishing her with some other book ; 
and being entirely ignorant of a Bible's real value, I 
felt fearful that I could not get her the pictorial 
work she wanted without injury to my own capi- 
tal. I accepted her order, however, and worried 
along into another house where I saw a copy of the 
very object of my thoughts. It was beautifully 
ornamenting the parlor table, the carved center- 
piece of that seldom used room. A brilliant idea 
enlightened my brain as I noted the good book's 
presence, and I asked the lady proprietress to excuse 
me for a moment, as I wished to look at a passage 
in Scripture that I was particularly anxious to see. 
I seated myself by the table in Christian-like meek- 
ness, and made a critical examination of the mere 
book form, expressing words of admiration as I 
looked upon the engravings, to which my lady fin- 
ally replied: 

" Yes, it is a very nice Bible, and a very cheap 
work, too, that I bought from a gentleman canvass- 
ing here about one year ago ; it only cost me twelve 
dollars." 

I clased the book with great joy. She had given 
me the item I was looking for, and I knew that I 
was saved from a non-paying Bible delivery. I 
then resumed my calls, with my mind at peace. I 



Facts: By a Woman. 206 

remained in Caspar two days, and received seventeen 
subscribers. 

August 23d I returned to Mendocino, thence to 
Little River, a Very small town down the coast, two 
miles from Mendocino, where I found the lumber 
mill closed, and a large class of care-worn and pov- 
erty-stricken men suffering for want of employment, 
and I wished that I had not come. But being there 
I called upon all and received seven subscribers, 
most of them in private houses, in and out some dis- 
tance from the town, and among which I found 
many comfortable and even luxurious homes, there 
being wealth there, as in other places, dwelling in the 
midst of poverty. 

August 25th I returned to Mendocino, and sent 
for my books. I passed my waiting days away in 
sea beach strolls, feeling more content with my 
lonely life than I had ever done before, from havinsf 
seen^so many hard-working and sad-faced men-? 
homeless and friendless individuals, whose lives all 
seemed so dreary to me that mine was only pleasure 
as I compared them. There was one form that 
haunted me in the hotel as the saddest human being 
of all the friendless lot. I was sitting in the parlor 
one morning, alone and gating from a window afar 
onto the ocean deep, when I was suddenly introduced 
to that figure of sorrow, who entertained me with his 
sole cause of grief. I pitied the poor man, for he 
was poor indeed — two beloved cnildren being his 
only earthly possession — while he gazed at me 
longingly, relating in trembling tones a painful story 
of a faithless wife who had cruelly left him, with 
bis two little boys. He said she had gone to live in 
a better home, with another man whom, she held 
more dear; he had loved her truly, he said. Then 
why should he grieve ? I inwardly asked myself, if 
he really loved her as he said he did, he should 
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have rejoiced to see her happy, as she would be 
ander all circumstances with the man she loved; 
beside he had his two beautiful boys, whom he 
treasured so dearly, and who returned his affection 
with an equal ardor ; and yet he was sad as sad 
could be. But notwithstanding the appealing looks 
he gave to me, I could give him nothing to relieve 
his miserable want, My clothes would not fit either 
the boys or him, and they were nearly as ragged as 
the things he had on. But with all that misery, he, 
through sympathy for me, subscribed for "Tom 
Sawyer," thinking to gain a point of interest in my 
very indifferent mind, which inclined to stray off 
over the more, to me, attractive sea. I appreciated 
his subscription though, and returned the favor to 
him in full by not delivering^ him a book, thus sav- 
ing him the expense of four doUars, which was all I 
could do to assist the ilian, to escape whose woeful 
presence I was obliged to remain most of the time in 
my own little room wher. in-doors. 

Aside from that forlorn being ever shadowing the 
parlor, I was subjected daily to another trying ordeal 
in my Mendocino home. I never went into the din- 
ing-room but I wanted to laugh, and oftentimes came 
near making myself even more conspicuous than I 
was, if that were possible; but by quickly closing 
my mouth with my napkin — no, my handkerchief, 
napkins being not used in that vicinity — I managed 
to preserve a placid countenance. There was one 
long table in tne room, containing all the edibles for 
both travelers and regular boarders, and quite a 
number of gentlemen took daily and very regularly 
their meals from that abundantly supplied table. 
But what, seemed always ridiculous to me was the 
death-like stillness that ever pervaded during the 
entire ceremony of eating. There was scarcely a 
word spoken by any one of the twenty or more msa, 
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myself being generally the one presiding woman. I 
often felt that if we had been dissecting corpses there 
could not have been a more unearthly gloom spread in 
that room, and which awful silence I could only 
attribute to my book agency business. I thought 
they must be afraid to converse or convey an idea 
of being or feeling at home, lest I might want to sell 
them a book; hence, that silent, downward gaze of 
each one, intently bent upon the contents of his 
plate, as if his very life depended thereon; and as I 
think of it now, I suppose it did, while they were 
sojourning there. 



CHAPTER XXVII. 



XJGUST 29th I received and delivered my 
books in Mendocino, which was easy work, 
as the mill subscribers' orders were all to be 

filled in the post-office, where I left the books, 
getting my money for them there. Accompanying 
the b^ for books, I found a complimentary letter 
from Roman & Co., who were pleased with my suc- 
cess. I was glad to hear that I had been able to 
give somebody a little benefit beside myself. The 
day was unusually warm, and as I was doing a 
lengthy walk over a hill dotted sparsedly with private 
dwellings, I stepped aside from my pathway to rest 
me awhile on a bench that J saw secluded and shel- 
tered from the heating sun by the combined shad- 
ows of a tree and bam, standing in the rear of a 
dwelling-house. Soon after being seated I was there 
treated to quite an unexpected (ualogue wii^ refer- 
ence to myself, by two voices plainly coming from 
the inner side of the building, mrough boys were at 
pJay, who interested me by saying: 
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" Say Charlie, I'm going to git it !" 

"Git what, Rich?" 

"Why *Tom Sawyer.'" 

" You buy Tom Sawyer !" You couldn't buy a last 
year's doughnut, if you were starvin ' to death. You 
can't buy nothin', no more'n I can, if your name is 
Bich! Names don't go for nothin' 'less you've 
money with ' em !" 

Who said I'se goin ' to buy it ? There's sich a 
thing as gittin' a thing without buyin' it, isn't 
there ?" 

" Yes, if its guv to you, or you steal it ?" 

" Look here, ' Charlie,' mum now, and I'll tell you 
somethin '; you know I hain't got any ma, and I 
sleeps with pa; and he's got a kind o ' way of talkin ' 
out loud to hisself when he thinks I'm dreamin.' 
Sometimes I play sneak on him, and last night he 
was figgerin * up how to sleep one more, and sure's 
you live he said he'd do it !" 

" Do What, Rich?" 

" Why marry that book agent what sells ' Tom 
Sawyer.' He said he know^ she'd be glad to git 
him for the sake of havin ' a man to keep her, and 
he's goin after her maybe to-day. Now don't you 
see, Charlie, how I'll git that book ? She's got piles 
of them, and she'll never sell ' em all till pa gits her, 
now you bet !" 

I felt exceedingly refreshed, and resumed my calls 
with my eyes on the alert for " pa;" but I never saw 
him, to my knowledge, and I was obliged as usual to 
settle my own bills before leaving the town. I met 
with another diversion that day, in the central part 
of the village, consisting of a close view of a group 
of Indians, both male and female, flatly sdtting on 
the ground near the sidewalk and facing the street. 
What a charming pictqre of freedom, I Miought as I 
gazed upon those half-dothed forms of humanity. 
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with their long bare feet and legs stretching con- 
spicuously on wie earth in front of their perpendicu- 
lar bodies, crowned with bared black heads and faces 
that seemed to scorn ail in shape of civilization, 
while basking freely in independence and sunshine. 
With my arms full of books I paused smilingly be- 
side them, and asked them to buy, they smiled in 
return, but more wisely replied: 

" Ugh ! Ugh ! heap a Ugh !" 

"Most unfortunately there is a heap of me! and a 
heap a you, too;" I said. But they made no other 
reply and I passed them all by to do my work while 
they lazed on, dreaming happily the sunny hours away 
in thjB most nonchalant manner, indiiferent to time, 
people or schools; and for once I sympathized truly 
with "Lo, the poor!" as I saw them there so 
entirely free from the bondage and strife cultivation 
is heir to, and which is ever wanting to miserate 
them likewise. 

August 30th I went to Caspar again, where I 
met with the same suqcessful deliverance from my 
ever torturing books that I had experienced in Mendo- 
cino; but I became even more confused than before 
through my inexperienced deal in Bibles. I could 
not get used to those books that had come to my bear- 
ing so suddenly, and like a child with two new toys, 
I could not at first really tell which was the prettier 
or the better one to have. One was much larger, 
but so very plain in showing that the smaller one 
delighted my fancy most by its outer display of gilt. 
I was to deliver one at a cost of ten dollars, the 
other at six; the contents were nothing to me, when 
I could so plainly see which was the higher priced 
book, as I carried them in my arms together to the 
first place of delivery ; and I cannot forget the per- 
plexing confusedness that I was subjected to there 
by those two deceptive books. It was the ten dollar 

14 
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subscriber I had called upon, and taking the smaller 
book I presented it to the lady, saying, " I have 
brought your Bible, which I think you will find a 
very pretty and well finished book. 

She received it from my hands, but seemingly dis- 
appointed, as she looked from the one I had given 
her to the one I was holding, and she abruptly said, 
** Why, it is not nearly as large as the six dollar 
one." No, I replied, it is not ; but you know that 
it is not always the size of anything that makes it 
more valuable ; and I called her attention to its 
very beautiful appearance, and to its, what seemed 
to me, much superior binding. Still she was not 
satisfied, and said: 

** Well, if I had known that I could have got a 
larger one for so much less money, I should certainly 
have done so." 

I then began to think surely something must be 
wrong, and I there, for the first time, opened the 
book I had in my hand, when the finely col- 
ored plates of the lithographic, with pure steel 
illustrations, richly engraved upon and profusely 
adorning the precious leaves I was turning, awak- 
ened me into a sense of feeling closely akin to 
shame for making such a foolish blunder, from 
which I tried to excuse myself through a pretended 
mistake in the bill I had received with the books, 
which I exchanged with the lady, who was then 
quite pleased, and whom I left very soon after 
receiving my cov^d ten dollars, while she sat 
admiring the rare inside beauty of her own desired 
large book. This book, with its plain, substantial 
covering, and the highly ornamented dressing of gilt, 
so delusively cast on the binding of that godly given 
package of assured but doubtful origin, I was car- 
rying away with me, had combinedly taught me a 
most astounding lesson in the great art oi appear- 
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ance» that seemed more than ever deceptive to me; 
and I concluded it would be policy, if not wisdom, 
to inspect the inner view of things before pronounc- 
ing judgment, even of Bibles, in my future observa- 
tions. 

August 31st I returned to Mendocino, to partake 
of one more meal spread on that long table sur- 
rounded with those beings of unearthly silence, 
who wei'e astonishingly aroused from their usual 
funeral sitting by the very emphatic exclamations of a 
stranger individual whose tongue, in keeping with 
his body, seemed somewhat disjointed, as he sat 
opposite me, saying: 

" I'm a high-toned man ! I've got more money 
than any man in Mendocino 1 I've got a brother in 
Congress, by gad ! and a sister comin' in a palace 
car to California. She's on her way now, in a palace 
cai* — comin' to see me, from Washington, by gad ! 
She's high-toned too, and got money ; money that 
would make your imp'cunious souls crawl from your 
shnnkin' bodies and weep far want ! You needn't 
smile ! I'm the only high-toned man, and the only 
man that knows what money is, in this whole 
damned log carvin' county ! I've got money, which 
builds man! Money! money!! money!!! by gad, is 
what makes tone ! and I'm the man that's got it. " 

Soon after that twelve o'clock noonday dinner 
entertainment, I took a seat in the stage for a final 
departure from Mendocino City, and where I was 
agreeably surprised, as I sat there waiting to be 
moved in the vehicle, by a gentleman coming to 
me with money for which he wanted another book. 
He said: 

" I have been curiously watching you during your 
working movements here, and as a testimonial of 
admiration for your genuine honest labor, with a 
desire to assist you further as much as I can, I am 
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here buying this book, which I shall keep in remem* 
brance of a woman deserving, I think, of more than 
average credit; and with wis money now I give 
you good wishes for future success." 

I remember his kindly face, with many others in 
Mendocino. 

September 1st I finished my work in Little River, 
whei*e I was considerably diverted at one time by a 
lady who had changed her mind, concluding not to 
take her book. She said she was very sorry, but 
she had just paid out all her money, and she really 
could not do it. I had walked a long distance, as 
she lived quite out from the town, and it was a 

freat disappointment for me to hear her refusal, and 
expressed my feelings to her. 

" Well " she said, "I will see, but I do not thmk I 
can raise enough money to pay you for it now." 

She left me, and after an extended search in a 
closed room adjoining the one I was sitting in, she 
excitedly returned again with a twenty-dollar gold 
piece, which she held to view, while saying, " Really 
this is all I can find " ; and she seemed happily re- 
lieved as she continued, " And I suppose you cannot 
change this?" I felt particularly glad as I drew a 
tweo^y-dolUr roU of sUver from my pocket, which 
was not nearly so pleasing to look upon nor so easy 
to carry; and I delightedly replied, " Oh, yes, I can 
change it without any trouble, having received the 
money for my other books, and some of it here in 
silver." But the happy expressions of both our 
countenances fled away as quickly as they had 
come, while she held on to that yellow piece, saying: 

''Well, really, I hadn't ought to spend this. I 

didn't think but let me look again, maybe I can 

find change enough myself"; and she left me again 
for another search, while I put back my weighty 
silver in my pocket and sighed from happiness so 
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fleeting, but I sighed in vain, for when she returned 
affain she made the necessary deposit of changre into 
my hand. Bidding her adieu, I ^mply sighed anew, 
as I thought of that late act, performed there by a 
noted Christian woman; and I asked myself, why is 
it that any sensible human, professing a religious life, 
will so openly corrupt its sentiments by breaking 
their most solemn vows in the face of both God and 
man. Oh, man! where is thy goodness? Oh, 
woman ! where is thy purity ! But little of either 
where it should be. 

In my Little River home I found a companion 
picture to my silent dining-room scene, which I had 
borne away so vividly in my mind from Mendocino; 
but it was not a stilly one — contrasting quite con- 
trarily — for the very atmosphere was alive with 
active life. There were two long tables instead of 
one, as in Mendocino; but like that, however, one 
only was used for all the edibles and dining proper, 
the other as a depository for every conceivable thing 
in the way of discarded trash that house-keeping 
accumulates—agreat-grandf ather catch-all, I thought, 
as I gazed upon its mixed and aged contents. There 
were old brooms, mops, boots, shoes, slippers, 
combs, hats, caps, stockings and socks, with all sorts 
of old clothes, and dust-pans, and pans not for dust, 
but all equally heaping and holding dust just the 
same, which had overflowed, causing a general 
spread of dust over all so thick and deep that a 
name could have been easily written, but would 
have sunken from view by a caving process should a 
finger have marked it. 

But the life and death concentrated in that dining- 
hall was something wonderful to behold. A gentle- 
man once remarked to me that " there are more flies 
in one block in the city of Chicago during summer 
time, than in the whole State of California; ** but I 
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think he would have added an extra square to his 
Chicago lot had he been there with me in Little 
River, where the air we breathed was flies, the 
things we ate were flies, and the stuff we drank had 
more than "one fly in it." They were broiled, 
stewed, fried, baked, fricasseed, boiled and mashed; 
broken up and used as ornaments and spices for 
sauces, gravies, pies, puddings, bread and cakes, 
and served in every conceivable manner except 
whole. How I longed for one good old-fashioned, 
home-cooked fly, (fished in full form; but I was 
denied the luxury, as the cook's passion there con- 
fined itself only to a love of mixed food, and I am 
not exaggerating when I assert here that the only 
object entirely free from some part of a fly, and of 
which I could eat with any show of Confidence, was 
the inner side of a plain boiled potato, with the skin 
unbroken. There were two windows in that dining- 
room, each sill of which contained three large plates 
heaping with a mixture of syrup and living and dead 
and dying flies ; and the long ornamental table was dot* 
ted also in the near front with three equally filled dishes 
of the window-sill character, but not quite as difih 
tinct, through their older vail-like cover of col> 
webs, hairs and dust. 



CHjAPTER XXVIII. 

EPTEMBER 1st I left Little River, nearly 
starved but happy; happier than when I 
arrived in Petaluma with my last fifty 
cents of money about five weeks before, as I 
had seventy-five dollars clear from all expense. My 
happiness received a fearful set back during that stage 
ride to the next town. I was sitting outside with 
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the driver and another man, who insisted upon hav- 
ing the lines to drive ; he being one of the owners of 
the vehicle, the driver could not very well refuse 
his request, and gave him the privilege, though 
reluctantly, as he was in a condition quite unfit to 

Suide any horses, especially on such a dangerous 
riveway, owing to an over indulgence in whisky. 
But being lord of the outfit, he exercised his govern- 
orship and right of ruling to so near a destruction 
of all, that he was startled himself by his^rashness, 
and resigned, finally, the lines to the driver. He 
was making one of those graded cafion-wall turns, 
and driving, too, like mad, when the outer wheels 
broke away the ragged edge of the road — ^plunging 
the stage down on the siding of a most frightful 
scragged, tree and rock faced gorge. The driver 
seized the lines from the drunken fool, exclaiming: 

" My God, man ! you will kill us all ! " 

I did not see my own face, but judging by my 
feelings and the faces of the two men, the driver 
particularly, and even that of the red-flamed sot, 
paled there with fright (the inside passengers did 
not see the awful danger they had been subjected to 
during that crazed man's drive, and through which 
we were saved by the skin of a tooth sure, or some 
other solid substimce miraculous and unexplainable), 
I think I was pale, too, in equality with the driver 
who said: 

"In all my life I have never experienced such a 
fright as this." 

We arrived, after all, over many dangerous 
passes, safely and well, but dusty and tired, in the 
next town of any importance down the coast from 
Little River, a distance of twenty-five miles, where 
I was soon at home again in the better one of two 
hotels, and where from my little room, after a 
refreshing bath, I went immediately to supper, with 
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a most ferocious appetite, which I, in an over given 
amount of time, managed to satisfy. 

September 2d being Sunday, and a really good 
day, sufficiently warmed by sunshine to make an 
out-door excursion pleasant, I strolled again, as I 
had done before in Mendocino City, and gathered 
shells on the sea-beat shore; but of another variety, 
with the additional luxury that ladies everywhere 
covet, from the province of Neptune and the mer- 
maid rardens, or their deeper shaded forests, yield- 
ing the favorite beach treasure — ye beautiful sea 
mosa It was strewn both in variety and abundance 
on a little sanded bed, hidden away from public 
view by a barricade of earth and rocks. The 
afternoon passed quickly away, and as that mighty 
restless body of ocean, so immense, arose above and 
draped from sight the entire rays of the sun, I 
walked reflectively home, dreading the light of the 
ever uncertain to-morrow. 

September 3d, at nine o'clock, I was on the street 
again, the observed of all observers, and there were 
many. I thought I had never seen such a mass of 
people in one little body before, as were congregated 
on that one-sided business street of the small town 
called Cuffey's Cove — a most distasteful name to me 
it is, as that of Petaluma. I always have a sort of 
shrinking feeling when I say either of those two 
names. The Cove town I was told received its title 
and origin from an unusual rendezvous of bears 
found there, the discoverers of which ought to have 
died with the animals as soon as seen, securing the 
place immediately from another more beastly sound- 
ing. But why the name of bear should terminate into 
that of Cuffey is a problem too vague for me to solve, 
unless it came through a human way thase animals 
have of cuffing men and one another for variety 
and cussedness, from an inward pride and gladness 
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of showing the extensive use of the mighty paws 
they possess. 

And as to that of Petaluma, I glean no significa- 
tion whatever, except it be mosquito, the mame of 
which should not have been so con*upted before 
christening the town, for the earth never produced a 
more active and perfect band of the humming tribe 
than that in Petaluma, which must be a relative 
title, or a most insulting usurper over the rightful 
one — Mosquito. 

Butthepoor bear-ruined home was another lumber- 
making town, with very little business doing 
through its closed, inactive mills; hence that side- 
walk crowd of men, which made way for me to go 
into the stores and houses, where I received respect- 
ful treatment and fifteen subscribers. 

September 4th, I finished my soliciting, with seven 
additional names, and left the place in the evening 
for a twenty-mile drive farther down the coast in 
the stage to Point Arena. The ride proved a very 
pleasurable one, and it seemed indeed, even then as 
now, like an enjoyable drive in dreamland, and that 
I was traveling through enchantment. The road 
was a very smooth one, lying upon and closely to 
the verge of ocean's bank all of the way till within 
one mile of our destination. The evening was beau- 
tifully clear and warm, and I cannot forget the pic- 
ture of that broad expanse of waving water, break- 
ing in thundering tones as it turbulently rolled its 
way along to our near right, casting its weird groans 
away to our left over a flat and narrow spread of 
lanckcape, naturally and artfully ornamented 
with growth of wilds and cultured farms, showing 
cheerful homes; thence onward up the towering 
evergreens decking the curiously broken and 
attached links of that massive land chain compris- 
ing the Coast Range Mountains. 
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There were many thriving farmers, with varied 
cultivated grounds extending along that Pacific 
boundary; but the principal cultivation of the farm- 
ing soil consisted in growing potatoes, the immense 
production of which presented an exceptionable and 
interesting view. The potato farms were numer- 
ous, and some of great extent, giving employment to 
hundreds of men, who were busily engaged as we 
were passing by in digging, sacking and preparing 
for market that necessary vegetable, of which thou- 
sands of heaps and sacks were standing in the open 
fields. Many tightly sewn bags were packed com- 
pletely full and waiting transportation to distant 
ports, far away over and around that wondrously 
traveled and trackless sea. 

A glorious and inspiring picture was that water 
and land to me, as I sat with the driver on his high 
open seat, away from inside dust and heat, comfort- 
ably enjoying a perfect view of all its gorgeous 
splendor, enhanced the more by a most exquisite 
light, the dreamy rays of evening's sun o'ercasting 
aU with his richest dressing. We left the Cove vil- 
lage about half-past four o'clock, and night was 
fully spread over our transitory forms of earth when 
we arrived in Point Arena, where I was glad to 
change my lofty position and the heavenly gleams of 
starlight for a seat at a waiting dining-table, in an 
inviting, home-like room, more clearly bright by 
earthly light through lamps with kerosene. 

September 6th I arose very much fatigued, but 
went to work soon after breakfast to try my fate 
again with strangers. The gentlemen I found were 
all in excitement, doing an cu^ive election, and I left 
the main street, with its unusual flush of life, as I 
had no power of franchise and did not care to as- 
sume any, to do the suffering women in their more 
retired business places, most of whom 1 thought had 
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much the more desirable part of it, if they only knew 
or could realize the value of their retirement. But 
they are not content in continually growling at and 
fighting their husbands privily, but want a broader 
field in the big, open air, where they can fling their 
brooms more actively, without danger to household 
bric-a-brac, and where woman's own great worth 
and wrongs will be appreciated and avenged by the 
more sympathetic public, before whom she can, with 
justice to herself and family, proclaim her woeful pri- 
vations amid the mighty men masses, who can never 
reap the full benefit of her glory and salvation to 
the world until she stands, all beautiful to man, 
most superb and supreme, waving her jeweled hands 
victoriously over his hair-pulled head and the cor- 
rupted ballot-box, which she alone can purify by 
roiling her tongue in freedom. 

September 6th I completed my canvass among 
those mulish oppressors of women, the free-bom 
creatures, men, and received altogether in the town 
twenty-three subscribers. I sent an order to the 
city for books, and settled down for rest, which I 
enjoyed until they came. 

September 9th I, in company with a lady boarder 
of the house in which I was stopping, resolved to 
indulge in a pleasure excursion. We hired a car- 
riage for the sum of three dollars, with a driver, the 
lady's husband, thrown into our services quite will- 
ingly free; and thus in full equipage we left Point 
Arena at the morning hour of nine o'clock, to do the 
one attractive feature of that little hill-bound town 
— ^the light-house — situated about five miles away, 
on a point of land extending into the sea; hence the 
name of the place. The buggy ride itself was a 
most agreeable change to me, but when I arrired at 
their chief resort, and stood gazing with wonder in 
the top of the massive tower, I experienced a change 
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indeed worth mentioning. We Imd ascended a spiral 
stairway of iron, winding upward through a narrow 
inclosure, centrally compressed by rounded walls of 
brick, closely wrapping the mighty stairway; the 
towering wall beginning with a thickness at base of 
seven scuid feet, graduated from its m&ssiveness as it 
reared its glowing head to the height of one hundred 
and five feet, where we found ourselves standing in 
close proximity to the most wonderful lamp— the 
great storied star of the sea — which had been trans- 
ported from its original home on European shores 
and placed there, with all its fixtures of shooting 
brilliancy, at a cost of sixteen thousand dollars. 

Looking through the transparent casing of that 
colossal dwelling for artificial light, away out and 
down upon the white capped billows of that mam- 
moth moving body, groaning, foaming and fretting 
ever in discontent, on to its varied hues and forms 
of its own changeable self; also to its show of animal 
life, whales playfully spouting distinctly in the dis- 
tance, within our perfect view, and seals floundering 
and clamorously climbing up onto and over amid 
many clustering rocks of that roughly bound sea- 
shore, and thence to far away ships plowing their 
way over the mighty deep; seeing all of which we 
were mute with awe, and dumbly watched the flut- 
tering gulls pausing to rest their screams and flights 
upon the rocky groups below. 

A singular and unsocial bird is that crying gull 
of the sea, of a spiritual cast, perching dreamily 
each by itself, communing curiously in solitude with 
its own feathered form. What human hand wi h 
brush or pen could portray that watery mass, teem- 
ing, swelling and heaving with so much unseen but 
real life? What painted form or word description, 
or what brush and pen of the most accurate artist 
can create one view, to thrill a soul as nature does, 
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of that measureless body which seemed to me as I 
gazed upon it could only make the greatest face of 
art pale and despairingly sicken with his finest 
wroufifht paper and canvass drawinsf — those inani- 
mate daubs of ink and paint. LookLig down upon 
the thundering scene, I thought a human mind 
never could make itself appear more conceited and 
small than sitting with a bunch of bristles, a batch 
of fancy plaster, and .two or three square feet of 
canvassed easel, trying to create an ocean thereon. 
Looking down from my lofty perch upon the rolling 
waters, I was reminded of Byron's touching apos- 
trophe, one verse of which I repeated there as most 
worthy of the subject, and will put it here as a tiny 
piece of court plaster is used by ladies of fashion, 
for a sort of beauty spot necessary to lend attraction 
to faces not warranted for allurement, like this ugly 
one of my book, without the grace of some foreign 
material. 

" Roll on, thou deep and dark blue ocean, roll ! 

Ten thousand fleets sweep over thee in vain; 
Man marks the earth with ruin, his control 

Stops with the shore; upon the watery plain. 
The wrecks are all thy deed, nor doth remain 

A shadow of man's ravage, save his own, 
When for a moment, like a drop of rain. 

He sinks into thy depths with bubbling; groan 

Without a grave, unknelled, uncofifined, and unknown." 



CHAPTER XXIX. 



ENJOYED the view immensely with my 
very pleasant company, especially the gen- 
tlemanly keeper of the tower we had climb- 
ed, who escorted us up and down and all around, 
showing and describing all he could of interest re- 
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garding the light-house and lantern, with its accom- 
panying landmark guide, the great bellowing fog 
horn, which was only a clumsy steam engine in- 
closed in a plain board building, standing near the 
tower, and which, with its wondrous roar, with the 
far-telling gleams of the towered lamp, guides many 
a storm-bound sailor home, or to a more safety place 
on land. But I must leave the scene I enjoyed so 
much and conclude our day'9 entertainment by vis- 
iting the private residence of our charming escort, 
who seated us in a pleasant parlor, from which he 
retired to the kitchen and with his own hands pre- 
pared a dinner of hot biscuits, ham and eggs, and 
potatoes, with most delicious coffee, and peach pre- 
serve dessert that would have competed well with 
the best woman cook's display in a county fair. 

It is with a sorrowful mind that I remember this 
repast; our genial host was a widower, and excep- 
tionally provoking, for he was neither sad nor lonely, 
and my many smiles and words, though never so 
winning, were entirely wasted in that salt sea air. 
And as I sat enjoying the luxuries of that kindly 
disposed man, I felt that I was being greeted by a 
most inviting table that was surely turning against 
me, and for the first time I found myself facing a 
man who, though unmarried and living alone, was 
never known to be lonesome, and seemed just as 
happy as happy could be, without a single thought 
or care for me; and with all my intense passion 
for the dreamy, sounding sea, and longing for a cot 
thereby, it is in anguish of heart that I write these 
words, the occasion of which proved a sad lesson to 
me in the way of business. 

I had always looked upon partnership with more 
or less doubt in a moneyed view, but never until 
then had I discovered its uncertain deal through a 
simple pleasure investment; and I sighingly re- 



Facts: Bt a Woman. 223 

fleeted on our homeward drive, feeling sure that if 
I had paid the three dollars myself for the convey- 
ance carrying us, and driven to the light-house 
alone, without incumbrance or even with my pros- 
pectus books, my poor, lonely figure would have 
appealed to his really warm and sympathetic heart, 
causing him to share that beautiful nouse with me, 
for it was a nice home truly. A newly built and 
very large frame house, freshly painted and purely 
white, with window blinds of green, well appointed 
throughout by cheerful rooms, and every way de- 
sirable, beside the extra outside view of ocean and 
coast mountains, all around inviting to country in- 
clined people; but it was not destined to be mine, 
though I coveted the mansion. The manly house- 
keeper happily assisted me into the carriage, and 
laughingly, until through an accidental remark by 
one of my companions, his smiles shaded, when he 
grasped my hand and exclaimed to me, ** Why, are 
you a widow ? ah, well, good bye;" and I was driven 
away to repeatedly sigh as I gazed upon those two 
company folks forming my copartnership, the com- 
plete destroyers of all my future happiness and for- 
tune. Anotiier life lesson, cruelly thrust upon me by 
that independent teacher, always turning upjust too 
late with his all-wise instruction, reigning unexpect- 
edly and supreii.ely apart from college, any and 
everywhere waiting to beat wisdom into fools, who 
can never be taught it through a more civil source 
than that rough old master experience, whose stem 
hand had placed an additional lot of vexation in 
another cup for me to quafi* upon my arrival home. 
I had sent for my books to be delivered to me by 
the steamer Monterey, due at Point Arena that day, 
and which had indeed kept its appointment; but 
owing to an extra swell of the sea, and the roeky 
unsafe harbor, the vessel had been obligx^d to con- 



224 Facts: By a Woman. 

tinue its up-coast journey without discharging 
either paf^engers or freight, which I was told, then, 
was a frequent occurrence in that dangerous port. 
But I had not lamented long over the unfortunate 
state of my books and self, when I was aroused by a 
most agreeable sense of feeling that I was not the 
only mourner for the departing vessel, and I finally 
became really amused, forgetting my own trouble 
quite in listening to the lamentations of others who 
were expecting friends and various things, some of 
which were fresh fruits which they knew would be 
spoiled sure; and one woman among the many suf- 
ferers congregated in the waiting-room, suddenly 
exclaimed in the saddest voice of all: 

" Dear me, what will the poor corpse do!" 
*' Wait, be Jasus! loike the rest, mum; but it's a 
divil of a dry wake it'll be afther gittin' here unliss 
the ship brings wid it that what's necessary to chaer 
it; for, begorrah, I've hardly enough lift to gladdin' 
the soul of a flae, much liss the bowld, big heart of 
a man. Och, me blissid barrel ! me own darlint 
whisky! the main shtay of me life! sailin' on that 
murdtherin bashtely say! There'll not be a dhrop 
to be had in the town before that bloody ship's 
return. And what will me poor wife and childer do 
if me shtore is lost — ^me all, me only depindence!" 
was the response to the corpse question, given by a 
saloon keeper, a public dealer in his favorite beverage, 
which was being carried away from him as my bodbs 
from me; and he went out invoking the power of 
his protective saints to watch over and preserve and 
return safely to him his own " darlint," his '* main 
shtay," his "blissid whisky." 

I ordered my books sent on the boat, by way of 
freight, thinking to save expense; but counting the 
time I had to wait, with board money for several 
days extra, I could have saved money to have had 
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them expressed through on the stage, which rarely- 
failed in its appointed time of dail^ appearance. 
Ck)nsidering all of that, and my experience of taking 
that woman partner to spare me a dollar and a haS 
on. my pleasure trip, with such a disastrous result, 
cheating me out, no doubt, of a- fine' sea-side resi- 
dence, I fully resolved to never again indulge an idea 
of economy, as my practical lessons in that respect, 
not only there, but all the way through my life, had 
proven always to me a purely non-paying business; 
and its the usual effect of that little private game 
of pinch upon humanity generally, with those people 
especially who will persistently Keep playing it, for 
just so long as any individual slaves, hoards and 
saves, denying necessary pleasures, scrimping and 
pinching cJong in the most niggardly sort of life, 
lust so long he can do it. And not any living human 
being is going to offer any relief, or bid any other 
way of doing, than go, work, you fool, and rob 
yourself of common comforts, for you are fatting 
other more sensible people, who only laugh at your 
penny-contracting mind. 

Even though my misery was eased by plenty of 
company, the four extra waiting dayid dragged 
heavily through that protraction of suspense; but 
they did pass at last, driving back in their flight 
that sea-roaming steamer, bringing its precious cargo 
to the many anxious owners in that Point Arena 
landing, who were all made glad again by the ship's 
safe arrival. 

As usual with a lot of books on my hands await- 
ing delivery, I wasted no time while performing 
that ever-hi^ted task ; order-soliciting was always a 
pleasure to me in comparison. I dreaded that beg 
garly ^tem of asking for money. I never liked 
to do it, and never could learn to like it, no matter 
who from. But I was through witB It all at last^ in 
16 
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Point Arena, and I must go back again to do the 
same disagreeable work, in the poor bears-corrupted 
village, with their depraving usurpers, men and 
women, of CuiSey's Cove. 

To take that journey back again, by way of the 
only public conveyance, I was obliged to get up at 
a most human hour (for no inhuman or beast living 
would do such a thing, none but the purely covetous 
being, mankind), at the morning hour of three 
o'clock, to get a seat in the stage. Having served 
all my Point Arena subscribers the day before, or 
same day, it seemed to me I was not rested at all 
when I was called to go, and after hastily drinking 
a cup of hastier prepared coffee, I was driven away 
in the superlative degree of haste, through an 
entirely new world by starlight, a most wretched 
and sleepy one, and finally becoming a most sickish 
one to me, when I found my animation all fading 
and paling like the glimmer of the morning stars. I 
had arisen from bed with a severe headache, which 
I hoped would leave me when I would be out in 
the fresh air ; and it did indeed partially, for a few 
miles of the way, but only to return again with 
recruited force, causing an active change in my 
slumbering spirit, making me entirely conscious and 
acutely awake to the glaring sunlight and incessant 
motion of that four-wheeled coach, that discounted 
the continued rolling of the ocean waves, or so I 
thought as I was being whirled along over the 
rough places of that portion of my way through 
life. I experienced a painful existence, th a beautiful 
landscape and fine sea view had lost all its charms 
for me; in fact I was sick of both land and sea, for 
they had made me sick — as sick could be*. I leaned 
my aching head any and everywhere, in all direc- 
tions, but most of the time way out from the vehi- 
cle, resting, or trying to rather, on atmospheric 
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wings, which finally bore me to my destined town 
about nine o'clock, and where, without stopping to 
look for books or baggage, I hurried to my room in 
the hotel and went immediately to bed, suffering all 
the tortures of a genuine sea-sickness, and where I 
remained till the next day at noon. I then arose 
sufficiently recovered to take a walk in the sunshine, 
and with pleasant company I sought the beach again, 
finding it most inviting, notwithstanding my sea 
sickened disgust, or disgusting sea-sickness, of the 
day before. 

From a heartily relished meal, of eggs, toast and 
coffee, I wandered away with company for recrea- 
tion, busily working in the favorite nook, till tiring 
of gathering shells and moss, we made with our 
shawls a comfortable lounge on drift-wood, where 
we sat and pondered, talked and wondered, forget- 
ting all else in life but our own dreamy selves, 
watching the mad waves playing, swaying and 
swashing furiously, swelling and mounting into hills 
of heaping bubbles filled with sighs, moans and 
groans, frantically breaking in thundering tones 
casting all into spray and froth, shooting heaven- 
ward for a moment but to fall back again and be 
chased into a surf washing the sands at our feet. 
Thus we sat dreamily by the soughing, salty sea, 
my love for which was come back to me with 
increased fervor. But, how sweet to dream, if one's 
dreams are sweet, as mine were that day from all 
care away, until the pall of evening was duskily 
thrown over the warm sunshine, coolly reminding 
us that We must go home. Our restful day had 
faded into pastime's shadowy showing, leaving me 
only a memory which pleasurably haunts me. often- 
times in my retrospective viewing. 

September 17th I began quite early to fill my 
orders, making but slow progress, as I had one long 
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walk to take wiiich occupied considerable time, and 
through which I met with an incident quite new to 
me. I was carrying some books on the coast road 
leading to a farm home two miles away from the 
town, and upon which roadway I had not walked 
far out of the village when I came to a small, 
plainly boarded cabin, beyond which, at a short dis- 
tance, stood a new and very neat looking white cot- 
tage. Upon reaching the opened door of the cabin, 
I saw two men standing beside a counter containing 
glasses and bottles, showing me the necessary fix- 
tures of the very necessary saloon. I went inside, 
thinking to sell an extra copy of the books I had 
with me to one or both of those men, but whom I 
found were foreigners and could not speak English, 
much less read the printed language. They treated 
me cordially, insisting upon my having a glass of 
wine, with some crackers and fruit, which they 
placed before me on the bar, and of which I was 
refreshing myself when I was greeted with a strange 
surprise, which seems stranger to me now, as I con- 
sider the time and place. 

It was a tall, well-formed and really handsome 
and graceful figure of a — what shall I say — a lady, 
or a woman? Certainly with the dignity of both 
she appeared there before me, magnificently arrayed in 
trailing costume, richly formed with heavy silk and 
velvet, resplendent with diamond jewels, which 
adorned her plump white wrists and fingers, throat 
too, also pending from ears that seemed fashioned to 
their bearing, for she was truly beautiful and 
wealthily formed and clothed. But what was she 
doing there, in that place so out of keeping? was a 
question oft repeated in my dazed and curious mind 
as she stood for a moment speechless, gazing at me 
as I at her; but through the quickly observing orbs 
of her dark, intelligent eyes she was not long in dis- 
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ceming the nature of my presence there ; and she 
came forward eagerly and while grasping my hand 
warmly, she said; 

"Oh God ! I am glad to see you ; glad to see one 
again of my own sex, of whom I can and dare to 
extend a friendly greeting. You are welcome here, 
if you will but stay. You see these men? good 
souls they are to me as ever I could find ; but Lord, 
how duDib ! you see ? " and she grasped a hand of 
each of those staring mutes, tightly clasping the two 
in one of hers, retaining a warm hold upon mine 
with her other jeweled hand, resuming her wander- 
ing conversation. "Ignorant fools they are, but 
then they are good to me, and will be to you, and T 
want you now to stay. Stay here with me! no not 
here, in this rough den, but come and live with me 
in my own fair home, where you will be free from 
all that work and care; come, I will «how you." 

Ceasing her hold upon the masculine hands — she 
smilingly gave each a friendly parting pat, while 
clinging to mine more closely as she led me, a willing 
follower, away to her own fair home the cottage be- 
yond the saloon — which I was anxious to see, and 
which gave me another surprise by its many forms 
of luxury. 

" A fair home" indeed it seemed to me as I sat re- 
clining in an easy chair of carved wood and satin 
upholstery, resting my tired feet upon an ottoman of 
the same design, over a velvet carpeting, clean and 
bright with cheerful hues, corresponding in cast of 
wealth with gilded papering and real lace curtains 
enriching the walls and windows, all blending per- 
fectly with its finely clad mistress, who after seating 
me had placed herself in a partial prostrate position 
on an inviting lounge near by, the upper portion of 
her body being held quite erect by an elbow bent 
and resting on a tidied silken pillow, uplifting the 
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soft white palm, bearing aloft her fair head and face 
that was turned to me in the most pleading manner, 
saying: 

" A home fit for the gods, you see, and one that 
I want you to share with me. You wonder at my 
restlessness with these comforts and luxuries; they 
are pleasing truly, but yet I have not what I want, 
a real sympathetic friend — and paradise would be an 
imperfect home without one true companion. Don't 
go !" and she caught my hand again. " Ah yes, I 
see you must. Well go, and deliver those books, and 
then return to me ; for I shall watch now your com- 
ing. You can do no better, remember, than by 
staying right here with me. Will you think of it 
now, as you go ? say to me, promise me, ere you leave 
me here, will you think of this home as you go ?" 

" I will think of it," I said, and she unclasped her 
hand from its hold upon mine, while I turned away 
and did think of it as I went from her sad presence 
and gaze ; have thought of it since, and shall continue 
to think of it while I live to think at all ; but not as 
a desirable home, though she painted it well for me. 
I completed my journey, sadly, to the farm home, 
pitying her and fervently appealing to the mercy of 
almighty God to pity and help us both, to pity and 
help us all, for verily we are all in need. 

I found the farming family at dinner, to which 
they hospitably seated me with them, where I was 
treated to some of their delicious potatoes, that they 
had freshly harvested at home; and a treat they 
were, all purely white and mealy, crumbling lightly 
into flaky heaps out of their bursting skins, not from 
the steaming kettle; so difierent from the dripping, 
wet and heavy, soggy things I had been used to by 
hotel serving. The cofiee too, how changed, from an 
aged black insipid mixture to a golden coloring, rich 
in aroma, all purely gleaned by browning and 
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grinding in the farmer's oven and mill, and with 
their fresh bread and butter and cream, I was 
carried aback in memory's dream to my own, my 
native home. 




CHAPTER XXX. 

I VENING found me again at the hotel, and en- 
joying hugely its one really pleasant feature, 
the balcony view from the front, which 
faced the mighty mirror direct and very 
near. With the moon at full, and most superbly 
shining far out and above the deep, dark blue plain, 
studded with myriads of wildest forms in white caps 
madly dancing, entertaining an agreeable company 
with a scene I scarce could forget. One ship there 
amid the many, as sailing afar, yet plainly shown to 
us by the perfect light of Luna's silvery rays, gave 
an additional charm with cause for remembrance to 
me; it was bearing the lifeless form of one of my 
subscribers. A man for whom I had spent an hour 
of time in a fruitless search that very day, to deliver 
him one of my best paying books which he had so 
charitably ordered, and through which I had received 
a severe disappointment by not being able to find 
him. And yet I laughed and others laughed, as we 
sat that night watching that moon-lit vessel distinctly 
shown to me, as the one carrying away the singular 
man who, among all the many that had resorted to 
various moves to avoid receiving their books, was 
the only one that had really gone and died for relief 
from me. I had left him in the most perfect health 
about two weeks before, when he wrote me his name, 
saying: 

"I want this book for my little girl." 



232 ' Facts: By a Woman. 

He had died suddenly the day before my return, 
and his body was being taken by his father, in a 
sailing vessel, to San Francisco for burial; hence 
that sad and memorable scene, which forever haunts 
me when seeing any of those saUing specter ships 
like phantoms movmg, the frailest forms on the sea. 
Mere ghosts all, they seem to me. 

I met with two disappointments during that day; 
the other was from a man who did neither hide off 
nor die off to avoid taking his book; but stood 
stolidly still and refused to receive it, which seemed 
to me the most unadulterated, genuine specimen 
of Simon-pure cussedness that one could ever 
find. He was a man respected in the town, and was 
then an active candidate for office; but I don't know 
that elevation to office implies either friendship or 
respect, for man by his enforcing constituents, who 
with all- wise watchfulness for their own future pros- 
perity may the better ensure their safety by electing 
a decided enemy, for that will surely kill him, which 
I hope was their intention with regard to making 
my subscriber a public officer, for he certainly 
needed killing. He stood there in full view of ad- 
miring party friends and told me that he did not 
want the book, and would not take it nor pay me 
for it, although appealed to not only by myself but 
onlooking gentlemen there on the sidewalk, where we 
were standing, until one of his expected constituenta 
became so disgusted with his obstinacy that he came 
to me with money and relieved me from a very 
unpleasant position by taking the book himself, and 
applying a due amount of cuss words to the mulish 
office-seeker, who received the gentlemanly assurance 
from my gallant champion, along with the expres- 
sive words, that if he voted for him on election day 
it would surely be to kill him. 

September 18th I finished my work, after lunch- 
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eon, by settling my bill with the proprietor, or one 
of them rather, as there were two. I had given 
them a twenty-dollar roll of silver to keep for me 
daring my out-door walks; and when I asked for 
my boiard and lodgment bill he handed me a twenty- 
dollar gold piece, saying: 

"That settles it." 

They had taken a cheap book from me, which was 
all the pay they would receive. I remember them 
oft in my dreams, and if good wishes of mine could 
add to their happiness they would, with many others 
of my remembrance, be forever and truly blessed. 

The hotel, with all the business houses, were 
situated nearer the ocean than any I had seen on the 
coast; built in a single row upon the side of a hill, 
sloping down to an abrupt breaking of its earth and 
rocks, forming a precipitous earth embankment, all 
jagged and cragged, where the wild waves slashed, 
beating themselves into groans, sadly timing their 
saddest of all songs with that everlasting moan. 
My work there being complete, I equipped myself 
for traveling — with hat, duster and gloves — and 
visited again for a parting view, my favorite resort, 
the balcony. Here I was soon surrounded by a 
stalwart company of unmarried gentlemen, con- 
stituting the inhabitants of that lumber town hotel, 
and who appreciated a woman as a woman, for all 
her real worth. They were located in a part of 
country but little traveled, and very rarely by 
women, though there were many nice families and 
women residing in the town, but seldom any in the 
hotel, hence the particular admiration for the oppo- 
site sex, of those lonely bachelors, who had drawn 
their chairs around me while thus I sat waiting for 
the down-going stage, which finally bore me away 
from that friendly group. Each one begged me to 
stay, if only for one week longer, offering many real 
inducements, and I wonderingly asked : 
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" What do you want me to stay for ?" 

" Why so we can look at you ; what else ? there 
are so few women ever come this way, or to see 
us here. We like your company, like to hear you 
talk, and like to see you here with us; that is why 
we want you, and we think you might stay. Why 
can't you stay?" 

I cannot explain to you why, gentlemen,! replied, 
though I should like to do so if 1 could ; there is a 
destiny bidding me on, and I must leave you, 
although regretfully, but you will very soon forget 
me, and if, perchance, my wandering spirit should 
cast a shadow over your memorial view, sigh not 
nor pause, but look there in that lively sea, where 
you can catch larger and richer fish than I could 
ever be." 

** Yes, we might," they sighed; " but what do we 
want with big fish if we can get a smaller fry that 
is sweeter? " 

" To satisfy your home-hungered wants," I said, 
" which my poor little being would simply aggravate, 
and I have too much respect for you all, gentlemen, 
to think of tormenting you with my presence, as I 
could not possibly be served to reach around satis- 
factorily such a suffering and starving body, whom 
I would want to see all happy; and 'tis better thus 
that I should go." 

Their attention to me had been of purest respect, 
and I left them all, as true friends, exchanging the 
best of wishes,, to be driven away from their gaze to 
Point Arena, where I arrived again when the sun 
had given way to the light of the moon and stars, 
all full, twinkling and brightly gleaming in the com- 
plete earth covering of its dark ruler — night. Hav- 
ing to be aroused again at a most untimely hour for 
another stage departure, I concluded, with my late 
unpleasant experience, to prepare myself for the oc- 
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casion by recreating body and soul with a short sea- 
son of rest, which seems a great drawback to greedy, 
covetous mankind, a little time wasted, and so un- 
avoidable, too, by that more powerful gfod, Morpheus, 
necessitating his subjects to sleep. What a damper 
to the world's progress, to business, and to wealth, 
is that stealthy, drowsy king. What a thief, too, 
quietly but surely garroting our world's greatest ne- 
cessity — the activity of man. 

September 20th, notwithstanding the strong hold 
of Morpheus, the greed of man excelled and wrenched 
me from out the most powerful grasp of sleep at the 
unseemly hour of two o'clock to drive me away 
sixteen miles — just for breakfast. Oh man ! is there 
no limit to your freaks ? no gauge to your wants ? 
surely there does not seem to be, when you will do 
such a crazy act as rushing like mad through half a 
night to reach a point for breakfast, that is usually 
supplied better at home. But I was out again on a 
beautiful drive way, following adown the charming 
sea-coast, that somehow had lost its attractive spell 
to me, as I failed to see one object conveying the least 
idea of beauty, owing to that unseasonable time of 
travel, before the evenly-tempered, unself -abusive 
and human instructive field beasts do roam ; those 
knowing animals, that humanity would ofttimes be 
improved by copying, or assuming the character of 
any soulless brute, especially of that considerate 
little worker — the beaver, that has but one mate. 

Getting up from a warm bed to go out into a half- 
spent night, cold, dark and dreary, with broken rest 
how weak and weary one does feel, being whirled 
and bumped over rocks and ruts; an experience 
fraught with gloom enough to make the soul of Pa- 
tience weep for want of rest, wrested cruelly from 
unfinished sleep. But the stage rolled on, and the 
wheels went round with their fullest transitory power 
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which would doubtless have been a good show for 
the renowned babe of "Helen," who wanted to'*Shee 
wheels go round," an action entirely void of pleas- 
ure to we passengers, who were strenuously exerting 
ourselves to sit erect and receive some benefit and 
comfort with man's traveling facilities. But the 
more we tried to realize the enjoyments and waken 
our drowsy senses to the advantages of rapid transit, 
the faster we wanted to go to sleep and wrap our- 
selves quietly away from the tantalizing wheels and 
morning stars, that never sang or twinkled more 
actively and brightly than when our sleepy eyes and 
ears were forced into their presence, on that mem- 
orable occasion, by conflicting and unseen obstacles 
of obstruction in the road way combating with the 
wheels of our fast-running vehicle, causing a sudden 
embracement of our purely soft heads with some 
purer hard portion of our advancing conveyance, 
which never failed to convince us of the fact that 
the stars were all there on duty, and enlivened with 
an extra company of brilliants that we oftentimes 
did see during our necessary drive before daylight 
of sixteen miles to breakfast. 

But we ate that repast with due appreciation, for 
it was a good one; delicious coffee, hot cakes and 
ham, with regular old farm home apple "sass." 
After that exceptionably well prepared and eaten 
hotel meal, I felt quite recruited, alive and awake 
once more to the glorious sunshine that seemed 
everywhere streaming, warming the sleepy, cold 
earth with life again. The hotel I found located a 
quarter of a mile from the town, which consisted of 
one store, one saw-mill, one blacksmith shop and one 
shoemaking or patching establishment, with a very 
few private residences, but no saloon 1 What a dry 
place this must be; surely I can sell no books here, 
I thought, as wending my way to those few houses 
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and mentally accusing myself for obeying the foolish 
idea of stopping in such a place. I called upon the 
blacksmith first; he did not want books to tire 
either wagons or himself. I went on to the shoe- 
working man, who had no use either for books, 
though well clad in leather, their souls being gener- 
ally like the author's, beyond repegging; so I went 
on till I came to a private dwelling, which proved to 
be that of another laboring party, who could receive 
no benefit from my useless books. But the next 
house told me a different story; the lady liked 
books, both for use and ornament, and she ordered 
one in its richest binding, directing me then to her 
husband, who was the merchant of the town. She 
said: 

" Be sure, now, and go to him — as I think he will 
buy another book from you." I accepted her in- 
vitation and was benefited accordingly. This may 
seem incredible, as it did to me when I first became 
acquainted with that strange town people; but those 
folks did actually thrive and exist there, happily, 
too, without any saloon. There was such a vast 
combination of necessities concentrated in that one 
store ; a monopoly as it were, that may account for 
the missing refreshment building that greets the 
weary elsewhere. Stranger things hath happened, 
perhaps, than a sly deal in intoxicating liquids in a 
strictly temperance community, and when I saw 
that one merchant, and was told that a saloon would 
not be tolerated in their village, I was not as much 
surprised as I might have been had there been no 
family store in the town. Verily man's ways are 
wonderful. 

The mill was in active operation close by the store. 
I could only see the workmen, as in other places, in 
the evening; so I called upon all of their families 
with no more success, and my outlook seemed 



238 Pacts: By a Woman. 

dubious. After supper I visited the cabuis and the 
six)re again, where I found the superintendent of the 
mill, who wrote me orders for two books. I received 
but three in the cabins, as there were but few white 
men— Chmamen were preferred in that vicinity for 
laboring. Getting up so early and going right to 
work after my untimely stage ride, and with talking 
and walking most of the day and evenmg, nature 
called me to rest immediately after nightfall. 

September 21st I went to the town again, about 
twelve o'clock, where I was assisted into the engine 
that drew the lumber from the mill to Bums Land- 
ing, five miles up the coast. The ride was a new 
and novel one to me, as I sat on the engineer's seat, 
which was indeed comfortable, beside the water 
tanks, furnace and wood stack, in company with the 
engineer, the firemen and four other passengers— a 
hunting party — two ladies and two gentlemen from 
San Francisco. We were as closely packed around 
the engineer as if we had been sardines in a box, or 
in any omnibus with just room for one more. After 
a half -hour ride we arrived at the first depot, where 
we passengers were deposited, and which proved to 
be a genuine saloon, called " The Spot." 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

RECEIVED two subscribers in that waiting 
house, one from an attendant, the other from 
the proprietor, who gave me a glass of wine 
and insisted then upon my going with him 
to his home for- dinner, all of which I did not refuse, 
as I had breakfasted early and felt the need of re- 
freshments. After my noon-time meal I left the 
goodly couple who tendered it to me and concluded 
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my calls at the Landing, feeling revived and happy, 
as I had touched surely the right " spot " to make 
me so. There were not many people and I soon vis- 
ited them all, getting seven good names, one being 
an order for a family Bible; but with my previous 
experience in Caspar, I accepted the deal as com- 
mon and easy too, with an expressed knowledge and 
worth of Bibles that would have competed with a 
thoroughbred colporter. 

At four o'clock, I was on the car again, enjoying 
my ride home in another novel manner. The great 
lumbering cars were all shorn of their freight, leav- 
ing plenty room to sit upon any one of their empty 
floors on return to Gualala, which was my fate to 
do, and entirely alone; but as usual, I was favored, 
by a seat on the back car which would land me that 
much nearer my home when I departed from the 
cars, which was the only benefit I received by the 
extreme rear berth. The engineer having an eye to 
beauty as well as use, doubtless, placed me there 
thinking that distance would lend enchantment, 
and if he realized the effect produced by my lonely, 
far away figure one-half as much as I did, we have 
both a picture in memory that time cannot efiace. 
I was sitting on a small store-box, the only earthly 
object on a train of cars that seemed to me one solid 
mile long, all open floored vehicles, made expressly 
for carrying lumber, and the pine box holding my- 
self in plainest unbroken view from the engine, the 
master of which must have been truly fascinated 
in casting his observing eye backward over that 
lengthy stretch of bared floors to the far-coming lit- 
tle box and me ; but I enjoyed that car-ride for be- 
ing on the bank of ocean side. 

September 2 2d I was invited to dinner by a lady 
in the little town, after which she with her chil- 
dren, two in number, accompanied me on another 
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engine excursion, several mUes into the redwoods, 
where the logs are prepared for the saw-mill. A 
romantic scene surely was that ride, following 
closely along on the verge of a clear creek or river, 
sporting fishes plainly visible to our enraptured eyes. 
At the end of the car road we were left in the 
shade truly, set out in a timber region that must be 
seen to be appreciated — immense trees and logs 
everywhere. Looking up those vast bodies, vary- 
ing in circumference from a dozen to twenty and 
more feet, with a height varying also up to and over 
three hundred feet, I could but think of " Bryant," 
and his beautiful tribute, one verse I cannot refrain 
from repeating here as I did there: 

" Father, thy hand 
Hath reared these venerable columns. Thou 
Did'st weave this verdant roof. Thoa did'st 

look down 
Upon the naked earth, and forthwith rose 
AU these fair ranks of trees. They in thy son 
Budded and shook their green leaves 

in thy breeze, 
And shot toward heaven.'' 

Seeing no one but the superintendent of the log- 
ging camp, I certainly thought I could sell no books 
in that vicinity ; but my lady friend told me to wait 
until the cars were loaded and gone, when she 
would introduce me to the then very busy overseer, 
whom she thought would assist me in finding some 
of the woodmen — there being many at work we 
knew, by the humming saws and cutting axes, the 
telling strokes of which reverberated all around us 
amid the trees. The ringing voices, too, of the ox- 
drivers, with the dull, heavy tread of the beasts, 
denoted their sure coming presence long ere our 
sight beheld them, bringfing the logs to the cars. 
We had not long to wait, as the vehicles were soon 
loaded and on their way to the mill. 
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I received the promised introduction, finding the 
gentleman, as represented, with kindliness of heart. 
He gave me his patronage, and seeing a driver com- 
ing along with a team of twelve oxen, drawing the 
largest log of wood I ever saw, the overseer called to 
him to halt there and come forward, sa3dng to him 
as he did so: "There is a lady here with some books ; 
come and give her your name for one, and help her." 
He did as directed, taking one of my best paying 
books; he was a brother of the superintendent. We 
waited then and watched, or I did, rather, with 
great curiosity the movements of that extensive out- 
fit of log and oxen. The skillful management of 
those fearfully horned brutes with ease by their gen- 
tlemanly driver seemed wonderful to me, while 
unhooking and removing the chains from that great 
roll of wood, and turning his twelve ferocious four- 
footed monsters veryshortly around, disappearing in 
the forest, as by the working of magic. It seemed 
to me as an act of romance, imaginarily performed 
bj'' a powerful giant, instead of the real doing of an 
ordinary sized man, that handling of those immense 
beasts and the log. After this the superintendent 
said : 

" We will wait a little longer, there is another 
teamster coming who I think will order a book, and 
then I will take you around in the wood to the men 
who are sawing and chopping, some of whom I think 
will be glad to give you their names for books, being 
always fond of reading." 

He was right, the other driver halted and wrote 
his signature. We then proceeded to call upon the 
distant men, going in various directions, climbing 
over logs and brush, getting to all that we could 
find in the time, which was limited on account of 
the return train on the last trip for the afternoon, 
and to my intense delight, every man subscribed. 
16 
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The last one we tried, my kind escort said to me, 
"I do not think you can do anything with that fel- 
low, but we must not slight him." I found the 
man fully determined he would not take a book, 
and I felt fully decided to make him give me his 
name if I could, I never worked harder. I told him 
that all of the other men had favored me, "and 
surely," I added, "you will not refuse to buy a lit- 
tle book from the only woman that ever visited you 
here, coming so far and alone into this forest of trees 
and men, just to give you an opportunity to pur- 
chase the most popular books published, and besides, 
see there, that pathway of logs and brush I have had 
to clamber over to reach you here — a miraculous 
feat for an able-bodied man to perform, and what 
must it be to me, a poor, weak woman ? If I had 
made the very least miscalculation in my landing 
place during any of those terrible leaps, I should 
have been killed instantly, and you then would have 
felt sorry and pitied me, adding willingly your sub- 
scription to bear me safely away when dead and 
unable to appreciate your kindness. It is in life, sir, 
we want good words and deeds. Surely you will 
not refuse a small pittance now to help me to live, 
especially when I give you in return a complete and 
handsomely bound copy of the most famous litera- 
ture published." 

" Well, I shall have to take one, I suppose, because 
you are a woman, for it does look hard to see you 
here alone, that's a fact." 

" Thank you, sir, I knew you were not as hard- 
hearted as you pretended to be," I said, while he 
wrote me his name. I left him feeling really happy 
over his unexpected deal in charity. What an after- 
noon's experience that was of mine, in the logging 
camp. I cannot forget the kindness of those men, 
particularly that of the superintendent, who undoubt- 
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edly considered that matinee the very best enter- 
tertainment of the season. I can see him now, 
intensely enjoying, laughing inwardly, and fatting 
himself upon a scene that nearly killed me beneath 
those redwood shades in the clime of Sylvia. 

I liked the man, and his company was agreeable; 
but I did wish that he would not come so near me 
every time I was showing the woodmen my books. 
If I could only have told him a different story each 
time, I should not have cared quite so much; but to 
have to repeat the same ceremony fifteen times, 
before a man that was the personification of good- 
ness, seemed to me the greatest punishment which 
one person could inflict upon another. And even 
though a martyr, that man appeared to think it 
the greatest sport extant, while I was thinking of 
and repeating all the different adverbs invented, 
turning and twisting them in as many different 
forms as possible, to give change to my description. 
But oh, ye redwoods ! they were the same books, 
same print, paper, illustrations, bindings, and the 
same old story, repeated over and over, tell as I 
would, with the same man listening all the time in 
utmost delight. I felt not only nearly talked but 
bored to death by my own story, and I do not think 
I could have survived to tell this tale, had it not 
been for the shrill scream of the returned engine 
which came to my relief, cutting off another repeti- 
tion I was about to unfold to a fresh woodman when 
that faithful whistle bade me home again. I 
received fifteen subscribers, and sought the train 
feeling as happy and satisfied with my success as 
my companionable attendant was amused and inter- 
ested in my " fifteen puzzle " story of, not " babes,'* 
but books in the woods. 

I did no more canvassing, occupying most of my 
leisure time while waiting for my books in sea-beach 
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strolls, on a lengthy strand formed of purest pebbles, 
but a short distance from my dwelling-place, where I 
metone day with an experience quite new and surpris- 
ing to me. Of course those pebbles were attractive 
beyond description, the great bed of which was 
secluded from any on-looking public by the over- 
hanging cliff'. It being a sunny day and warm, I 
repaired immediately after my noon meal to a cov- 
eted pebbly nook where, when tired of strolling, I 
lay me down at full length with my head towards 
the cliflfe and in the manner that other reptiles crawl. 
Thus I was lying in enchantment, forgetful of all 
else on earth but those pearly drops imbedding me, 
washed cleanly bright and so nearly transparent in 
many shades of coloring, each seeming more clear 
and delicate as I piled them in heaps around me, 
while my thoughts went back to " the days when I 
went gipsy ing " on our old home farm, in time so 
long agone. Old songs, old melodies, floated afresh 
to me there, which I hummed with the accompani- 
ment of the sad sea voice so mournfully sighing. 
Old poetry and verses of my school-day notoriety, 
I repeated as of yore. Fables too, one of which I 
was very actively rehearsing — ** The Pebble and the 
Acorn," by Miss Gould — and when I had completed 
the first line of the first verse for the second time, 
" I am a pebble ! and yield to none ! " my mouth 
was filled with surf. The tide having come in, 
engulfing me right there, as I lay so sweetly redo- 
ing pleasurable by-gones, quenching so suddenly the 
fire of my muse that I left my treasured heap and 
climbed up the rocks, escaping from the treacherous 
body that had frightened me nearly to death with 
an unexpected flow of water, completely saturating 
me. I was compelled to pace back and forth on the 
bank in the sunshine — which, luckily for me, shone 
hot that day — and with the assistance of the fair 
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fanning breezes my clothing dried sufficiently ere 
evening shadows to enable me to get back into the 
hotel without especial notice. I visited the pebbles 
just once more, and hastily, the next day, in search 
of a book I had left on their dreamy bed, which I 
found lodged in a patch of driftings and in an 
unsalable condition, but bearing a moral for me rela- 
tive to sea-beach lounging, and bidding a remem- 
brance of the mighty tide that is sure to come, wash- 
ing all but sins away. 

September 26th I filled my orders at the Landing, 
also in the village proper, which was easy work, all 
the books being left in the store, where I received my 
money entirely in gold. The quantity, too, was 
most surprising to me considering the outlook of the 
place, those few habitations comprising the town. 
But it was " God's first temples " that so benefited 
me, the grove — that " fit shrine for humble wor- 
shipper to hold communion with his Maker," and 
where I found many of the noblest works of Gk)d — 
men — paying the Great Father just and highest 
homage, " deep in the woody wilderness " of those 
monarchial redwood trees. 

September 27th I took a seat in the stage en route 
for San Francisco — or Stockton, rather — my next 
booked place to canvass. I was the only woman 
passenger in an immense vehicle containing a com- 
pany of twelve strange men, with whom I was 
doomed to ride a distance of forty-five miles before 
reaching the cars at Duncan's Mill. I did feel very 
much alone during that journey, and sufficiently 
punished again for refusing a most flattering pros- 
pect tendered me in Gualala, by as good a man as I 
ever saw, but as destiny ordered, I must proceed on 
my way, even though bad. It was a long, dusty, 
and tiresome ride, but an interesting one, following 
closely along the ocean side, a ceaseless travel till 
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about midway, where we dinnered at a very small 
accommodating establishment located in a place of 
fame called Fort Ross, said to have been the landing- 
place and settlement of a band of Russians over 
seventy years before. Their little church still 
stands in a very perfect form, confirming the state- 
ment with its aged architecture. A funny looking 
pile of blocks, and so very small that it seemed the 
work of children — only a "play church "-house — 
was the God-worshipping place of those ancient 
people. There was another pile of blocks designat- 
ing the fort by a missing square of wood here and 
there forming the outlooks and passage ways for the 
deadly missiles when sent forth through the great 
toy guns by their play masters within. 

Soon after leaving those historical grounds we 
were treated to about as dangerous a drive as any 
one could make to be safe at all. For six consecu- 
tive miles the road is narrowly graded on a mount- 
ain side, the gaping canon mouths being delicately 
bridged, and with a wild view, differing from "Cape 
Horn " only in this — at that high point you look 
down many nearly perpendicular feet into an earth 
abyss, from the overland cars, while here ewe looked 
down from stage, a nearer perpendicular h ight with 
a more jagged face, into the mad swinge '^f ocean's 
surging waters. The first mile or two seemed fright- 
ful indeed, but we got used to it, feeling safe as any- 
where, with slow careful driving, which soon grew 
monotonous, making us glad to hear the whip-lash 
sound and " git up " cry of the driver, hastening us 
to our destination. But with all his slashing and 
cries to the wise animals drawing us, there was no 
fast time made on that narrow grade, as the least 
misstep of the wary outside beasts would have cast 
them with all over, the craggy wall into ocean deep, 
there being no beach or hope for a wrecked soul — 
no matter how romantic. 
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But the road was one for romance and sporting 
the genuine indispensable subjects. Ye gentleman 
highwayman of the " Dick Turpin " and " Ned 
Scarlet" fame. One of these characters had ap- 
peared upon the scene the very day before our 
transportation, quietly and successfully relieving the 
entire stage company of further care of money 
and valuables during the remaining part of their 
journey, and making a very appropriate, learned and 
gentlemanly speech as he bade them a " good day," 
and to proceed on their way, duty calling him else- 
where, thereby preventing other assistance which he 
would gladly render them would circumstances per- 
mit. A seeming stretch of veracity, this action of 
one single man's doing, robbing near a dozen others 
in broad daylight in company together, but he did 
it, nevertheless, so everybody said. 

I felt very much disappointed, being just one day 
too late, to bear witness to the fact of an occurrence 
I should really liked to have seen, especially as the 
dashing robber was a gentleman who would not 
have robbed me. I watched closely, but he did 
not appear, and my anxiety was not gratified. But 
I was afforded a good laugh when nearing •' Dun- 
can's Mill," by one of our company who was leaving 
us. He was an experienced hunter — a large, fat, 
jolly, nice-looking man wearing a slouch hat, deco- 
rated with some long feathers from a poor unfortu- 
nate yild bird of his too near acquaintance, a trophy 
of his evil doing, which gave him, with his game- 
pouch, and hunting costume, the appearance of a 
Scotch nobleman. Jumping off the stage with gun 
in hand, he leaped over a fence nearby, and turned 
to give a parting glance, when he was astounded 
amusedly at the appearance of the stage occupants. 
Lifting his jockey hat and feather in a fine heroic 
manner, while bowing and bearing the attractive 
head-gear aloft, he said: 
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" The best of friends must part, but ere I leave 
you T must say that you are the dirtiest looking 
crowd of folks I ever saw." Good-bye !" 

Turning quickly he departed, cheered with as 
hearty a roar of laughter as ever could be produced 
from a stage, for he was so dirty himself that his 
twinkling eyes were barely visible, as also his white 
teeth when opening his mouth during the parting 
speech. We were all so completely covered with 
dust that any name could have been written dis- 
tinctly on our faces, and his allusion to the same 
compared well with " pot calling kettle black." We 
were probably as filthy and badly used a company 
as ever faced the bordering highway of that placid, 
most beautiful and romantically pl^tced Russian 
River, which we followed six miles f r6m the ocean 
to Duncan s redwood mill, and the city cars, which 
we found waiting, at about four o'clock, to convey 
us to San Quentin — but not to prison. We were 
transferred again into a ferry-boat for a ride on the 
bay, our last glad change to San Francisco, where 
we arrived at nine o'clock, ready for a fine Turkish, 
or any other bath we could most conveniently find. 

I enjoyed one plain, good hot water scrub in a 
a home family tub, which was the first satisfactory 
bathing apparatus I had seen after the mineral 
spring fixture at Ukiah City. 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

EPTEMBER 28th I awoke feeling much 
fatigued from my long, rough ride, but quite 
independent with such a vast store of money, 
a quantity so large that I was puzzled consid- 
erable to know what to do with it. But like all 
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dutiful mothers struggling with rjBspectable appear- 
ance on a half ration of the one thing needful to 
keep the family ship in proper sailing condition, I 
was not necessitated, after a long battle with de- 
stroying elements, to enter into any scientific figur- 
ing to find a serving place for my extra supply of 
money, although it seemed immense to me — having 
upwards of two hundred dollars. I purchased a few 
real necessaries forjmy own and;family wardrobe, then 
sat down in a corner of my boarding room home to 
count over the balance ; and I felt there, as many a 
poor wretch of a woman has done, that I really must 
have lost some of my late moneyed wealth, the re- 
mainder being so small. How many times I have 
done that most unsatisfactory home act, and how 
many other women do the same every day, return 
to their homes from a heart-breaking shopping 
expedition which they have been obliged to venture 
on with ten or twenty dollars, that is expected to 
result an entire family, besides replenishing house- 
hold furniture and extra eatables. The poor woman, 
returning sadly from buying a needed article or 
two, sits down surprisedly with a few dimes in her 
porte-monnaie, which she counts and recounts, think- 
ing surely some has been lost, until an accurate account 
is made of all expended that frights her with cor- 
rectness and smallness of any home received bene- 
fits. She remembers how very soon she must beg 
again from her lord and master treasurer, who will 
accuse her of extravagance — if she has the protec- 
tion of such an all-wise being (if not, she must watch 
and pray, with any amount of hard work accom- 
panying her acts of prayerf ulness, ere she is favored 
again with a shopping outfit) — unless independent 
in her own bank account, or doing the "hen peck- 
ing" business with the father head. But it is the 
way of humanity, ever has been, and ever will be, 



250 Facts: By a Woman. 



while people must wear clothes, the greatest destroyer 
of family happiness is that daily question of dress. 
A chime from " Mother Goose'^ gives this child-truth 
refrain : 

** Clap hands ! Clap hands ! 
Till father comes home; 
For father's got money, 
But mother's got none." 

With a new hat, gloves, collar, tie and friendly 
pushing, I managed to pass in a crowd visiting the 
grand opera of Kellogg and Gary, where I sat hap- 
pily oblivious to worldly unpleasantness, soothingly 
swayed into heavenland softly and sweetly by earth's 
highest and most expressive soul — the musical hu- 
man voice. But my angelic visions faded away 
with the song, coldly dropping me into the colder 
struggling mass of the coldest human beings, a city 
living people; and the cosy, warm walls of Bald- 
win's wealthy decking seemed all chilly and dead to 
me when the charming music ceased, like Tara's halls, 
so pathetically described by Moore where the soul of 
ti.usic once was shed from the mute hanging harp 
of Tara. 

< >ctober 1st I spent the day with friends whom I 
left in the evening to go on board the steamer City 
of Stockton, bound for Stockton, where I was going 
to canvass with Habertons latest book, called** Some 
Folks." With a brok.n, troubled sleep, I felt al- 
most sick and quite fatigued when I stepped on 
shore at six o'clock in the morning, there being no 
" coach carriages," or any other carriage waiting as 
usual for passengers, I found myself shrinking again, 
in the trying scales of adversity — a stranger, weak 
and bewildered, alone on the wharf of a strange city, 
without conveyance for transportation into the hab- 
itable part of the place, or even knowledge of its 
whereabouts, yet I must get there somehow. But, 
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as heretofore, in cases of emergency, there was a 
guiding spirit appeared in the goodly form of a 
man, who directed me properly to the house I in- 
quired for — a quiet boarding-place, where I was 
soon settled in a small, sunny room, very agreeable 
indeed after my chilly, morning walk. 

October 2d, in the afternoon, I was out once more 
on the ground where I must lie. Disraeli says that 
'* Truth is not affected byjclimate; " but it is affected 
by occupation, and I know it. I went first to a 
newspaper office to advertise my rare collection of 
renowned literature ; thence to the Court House for 
necessary influence which I failed entirely to get. 
There were but few officers in the building, and they 
seemed to think that their power could not be ele- 
vated further by any knowledge gleaned from my 
books even though of the best authors. But one of 
those high-sitting dignitaries produced a picture on 
my mind, of lasting impression, by his exceptionably 
commanding tone. He was a puzzle to me, as he 
sat in an elevated position behind a raised desk, 
rather conspicuously facing the room entrance. In 
appearance he was a man of ordinary figure, neither 
better nor worse formed than the average speaking 
biped, yet when he stooped to look down upon me 
from his lofty seat, which was only a plain, hard, 
wood arrangement, his very expressive countenance 
and words suggested the powers of the great " I am." 
Had Alexander been living I should have thought it 
were he that I was gazing there upon, and would have 
tried to sniff that " most agreeable scent " which Plu- 
tarch tells us proceeded from the great Alexander's 
skin and breath and his whole body, all of which 
were so fragrant that they perfumed his clothes. 
But it was not the world conqueror that gleamed 
over me there, from that imperial bench in the most 
self-important manner, when saying to me: 
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" No, madam ; I cannot give you my name even 
for influence. Go, remove yourself from my pres- 
ence ! " 

'* With pleasure, sir ! " I responded, and adhered 
to his ruling, but with a contempt for that court, as 
I retired from his dignity; and I fancied he must be 
a most amusing subject for our good Lord in 
heaven to look down upon as he watched the egotis- 
tical movements of an earthly creature so small as 
that little animal man, who, though gifted with 
power, greatness and influence, how short his dura- 
tion; and how quickly his footsteps are filled, as well, 
and often better, in no matter what position. Wis- 
dom is concentrated in no one man, though wis- 
est of the wise, for there is ever a wiser. 

In company with a small party " roughing it " in 
the mountains a few years ago, I met with an inci- 
dent that comes strikingly to me here, relative to 
humanity. I was clinging onto the side of a high 
" Sierra " peak, said to be 11,000 feet above the sea 
level at our point of resting. I was accompanied 
by a friend, who said to me : 

"Do you see the top of this mountain? Yes. 
Well, do you see the snow-clad brows of yonder 
peaks? you do. And you see now those trees, the 
verdant covering of which shoots into the very 
heavens from their mountain starting place? Yes. 
Well, you see off* adown through that wide-spread 
canon, seventy miles and more into a vale with a 
clear river ? you do. Now cast your eyes upon all 
this immensity, from the base of the mounts sur- 
rounding us, with the higher one we are now reclin- 
ing upon, on up to its highest range, and then up the 
evergreens to that wonderful expanse of ethereal 
blue, and thence to ourselves, and see how very little 
we human beings are ! " 

From the supreme creature so superiorly admira- 



Facts: By a Woman. 253 

ble, shining all powerful in his court-reigning chair, 
I went to a school, where I received an order for the 
'* Life of Bismarck " from the superintendent, which 
donation paled a deep coloring of the blues that had 
shaded me thoroughly. Stockton, the noted city of 
insanitj , seemed an elephant on my hands, beyond any 
hope of successful management; a place so large that 
I never could get through it, and besides I felt it 
would be a useless undertaking, as every one I had 
been speaking with regarding my business there 
said: 

" Why you cannot do anything here, woman, as 
the place is simply overrun with canvassers." 

But with former experience, I knew that I could 
accomplish nothing without trying, and I was ever 
accompanied with a spirit of mulishness, a general 
liking to go my own gait, and have my own way if 
I thought it right, especially when receiving dicta- 
tions from advice-giviDg people who are eternally 
sapng to others, " Well, if I were you I would do so 
and so;" or, "If I had been you I should have done 
very differently." Oh, ye human ! if you were I, 
could your actions be other than mine own? I 
would like to know if your thoughts could be your 
own growing in my body and brain. It may be 
wise preaching, reproving one another of ill prac- 
tice, but when anybody tells me that " if I had 
been you I would not have done so," I always wish 
I were a real genuine-formed mule, so I could stop 
right there and kick the knowing party in that 
natural-born manner of a mule's perfect kicking. 
God has been most just and wise in his division of 
our dispositions; although there be a seeming over- 
balance of perfection in the very weighty character 
of some people, that heavy form of goodness is 
necessarily bestowed upon them to secrete their 
deeper deviltry within. Human nature is so simi- 
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larly made that if the whole man family were put in 
a bottle and shaken, the mixture would be most suc- 
cessful, tor, unlike other earth substances, there 
would be no sediment or floats in the mass, or show- 
ing of worth given to any one of the motes. 

The first name I received proved my sentiments 
correct, that to gain anything in life we must sub- 
ject ourselves to trial, and remembering the rough 
woodman's motto (Davy Crockett), " Be sure you're 
right and then go ahead,'' I adhered to my own gov- 
ernment, casting aside all disparagement, knowing 
my will to be good, if I should fail in the end. And 
with those feelings I proceeded to canvass the city, 
or the business portion of it, which I did with a suc- 
cess most surprising to me, considering the opposition 
parties acting there daily. At the close of my first 
week I had thirty substantial subscribers. 

October 8th being Monday, I went to work re- 
freshed, continuing the entire week, with a receival 
of three and more orders each dav, besides civil, kind 
treatment wherever I called, which pleased me 
indeed. It made my life more agreeable, advancing 
the stock of humanity to a very high value ; and I 
held on to my shares, wishing I had more of them. 

October 22d I was unusually glad when I awoke, 
by hearing the cleanly patter of " rain-drops on the 
roof." The most delightful music, it came to me ; 
Kellogg's and Gary's warbling seemed only equal to 
the resting sensation produced by the refreshing 
pattering of that morning's rain — the first pure 
water falling after a long, dry, dusty summer. 
How sweet the sounds, all musical and restful, on 
window-pane, siding or roof; but the sweetest of 
any sounding were those from the noted spout, where 
the rain-drops tinkle in most expressive cadence in 
that fated passage of J. Fisk, Jr., '* where the wood- 
bine twineth." How deliciously charming are those 
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sweetly spouting drops, falling from out the eave, 
pathetically rippling adown their telling pipes, tink- 
ling softly and silvery, and delicately ringing as the 
chimes of fairy bells, while coursing the tinned way 
to their earth -receiving home. I rested that day 
happily, knowing the dust would be washed away, 
which was decidedly disagreeable on every highway, 
making travel very unpleasant either on foot or in 
carriage. 

During the night of that watering day, when the 
heavens with brilliants were gleaming, there was a 
very excitable scene occurred in that quiet boarding- 
house, accompanied by the leading band of the city, 
which gave the opening performance in heart-touch- 
ing melodies. But alas, the life of man demands a 
change of air, no matter how pure and musical the 
atmospheric gem may be, and the chords so charm- 
ingly rendered, all harmoniously floating from those 
midnight serenades, vanished like a dream. The 
music spell was broken abruptly, mutely astounding 
the appreciative, retired audience, as also the soothing 
performers, by the hasty clattering of footsteps 
adown the stair-way, rushing excitedly to the lower 
hall, from which landing all ears within hearing 
distance were greeted with the words of the star 
actor, who said: — 

"Tears tew me, landlord, you git breakfast here 
mighty gol durned airly for town folks." 

'Breakfast, man; you are dreaming! Why it is 
only now about twelve o'clock; go back to bed 
again, and sleep till you are called," said the watch- 
ful proprietor to his bewildered lodger. 

" Till you're called ! when I've been bustin but- 
tons by the hatful gittin' myself hitched intew some 
new clothes, an' runnin' deown stairs here likerty- 
brindle so's not tew keep you waitin! What in 
thunder did you blow your gong for ? " 
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"Gong, the devil! We are just being serenaded 
by our city band. Have you never heard a cornet 
before?" 

"Cornet, comet! Dum my new gallowses if I 
know neow; but bust my sleepin' ears if I didn't 
think it the biggest, buUiest blast of a dinner horn 
I ever heord afore in all my gol durned eatin' life. 
A comet, cornet ! Say, landlord, you deon't mean a 
hornet neow, dew you? case if yer dew, I've heern, 
seen, an' felt them critters, though I never knowed 
of people usin' them for amusin' purposes. But 
there's no accountin' for tastes of city folks no heow." 

And as the disappointed countryman was dis- 
gustingly returning to bed again he mutteringly 
added, "I'll hang my grandmother if these teown 
bugs wouldn't cage a grasshopper jthinkin' they'd 
ketched the boss hoppin' bird of the hull twitterin' 
family." 

After a tremendous storm of laughter, emanating 
from the orchestrians; the entertainment closed with 
the silver-toned instruments lovingly and soothingly 
saying, " Then you'll remember me." 

At the close of my third week there I had seventy- 
five subscribers for my subscription and other mis- 
cellaneous books. But my happiness received an 
unexpected chill that Saturday evening, coming to 
me in the shape of a gentlemanly dun for board 
money. I had been habituated to settling my bills 
during the coast canvass after delivering books and 
completing my work, and that demand surprised 
me disagreeably, from the fact that I had only re- 
served twenty-five dollars, which I thought suffi- 
cient for securing any books I would order in Stock- 
ton. I did not like having them consigned to any- 
body else, and I could not endure, either, the land- 
lord's uneasiness about my slow payment, and I gave 
him his desired treasure, which threw me in the cold 
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again. But I did not blame the man. I only won- 
dered, with my haggard and worn appearance, and 
dilapidated baggage — an old trunk, which had 
passed in its checks for a final trip in this world 
before it reached that room of mine, being indeed a 
total wreck ; and with that thing in view I could 
but wonder that I was received in the house at all, 
and that I had gotten any patronage in the city, 
and why I had not been arrested immediately I ar- 
rived and booked for vagrancy. I knew the trunk 
looked badly in San Francisco, but I trusted it to 
be good for one more move, and being conspicuously 
lettered, of the aristocracy bearing, but a mighty 
ragged kind, with its soiled, tattered covering, yet I 
thought it might be like the bard-described vase, the 
scent of the roses, or respectability, would cling to 
it still, no matter how shattered. Aside from real 
money, there is nothing more essential to warrant 
successful traveling than a handsome display of bag- 
gage. A stylish showing bag, and Saratoga trunk, 
empty, will command more attention than plain 
ones richly stuffed, so much are people ruled by the 
fine art of appearance. Having observed a suspect- 
ing glance at my useless outfit by the landlord's tell- 
ing eyes on the morning of my arrival there, I at- 
tributed the call for money entirely to that faded 
trunk, and from after experience with the man I 
believed my viewing quite correct. 

At the expiration of the fourth week I completed 
my soliciting among the business men, with a list 
comprising eighty-seven good names, a number ex- 
ceeding all I had hoped to get. During that last 
week's canvass I experienced a change of programme 
most surprisingly new to me. I was out somewhere 
in the vicinity of the depot, and had walked a long 
distance, and from which action I was not feeling 
very lively, when I called in a place of business that 
17 



258 Facts: By a Woman. 

I found to be a restaurant, and the proprietor quite 
gentlemanly, although he would not subscribe for a 
book, giving the old poverty plea ; but seeing my 
wearied looks, he insisted upon my having a cup of 
coffee or tea, as I preferred, at one of this tables. 
Agreeable to his request and my own feelings also, 
I accepted the proffered treat. After being nicely 
served, I was joined by both host and hostess of that 
refreshment " Palace," and very socially. The lady 
having duties to attend to, excused herself, leaving 
me, as I was about to take my departure, in charge 
of her faithful companion, who deemed her an angel 
regardless of wings, and he could never love another 
so fondly as he did that dear wife, who had helped 
him pull through the many rough places during 
adverse trials. "God bless her loving heart! and 
how I do love her in return," were his closing words 
to me as I was walking to the opened doorway, 
direct on a retired street, when, to my astonishment, 
I was encircled by a pair of arms, iron in strength — 
mine hemg straws in comparison — and lips firm and 
irresistible closing my mouth with kisses, making 
me entirely helpless for a moment or two, when I 
was gently released and allowed to pass out without 
other ceremony, which 1 did with lightning rapidity 
on into the center of the street. There I was im- 
pelled to arrast my flight and face again the monster 
that had given me such a fright, I turned with the 
wrath of the Furies, and vim of a " Tartar," to see 
my gentlemanly host gracing the doorway in a man- 
ner that would have been a study for the accom- 
plished villain in the tragedy of " No Thoroughfare." 
Standing with right hand uplifted at a proper ai^gle, 
and the left placed most expressively over his " dear 
wife's " treasured heart, he formed a very imposing 
tableau, in a really handsome figure, all smiles, cour- 
tesy, and grace. At my first impulsive view, I said 
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to him : " I hope you feel better, sir ! are you subject 
to such spasms ? " but he only bowed the more gra- 
ciously, without a responsive word, while waving 
me that most tantalizing adieu. 

" Josh Billings " says, " It strains a man's philos- 
ophy' the wust kind, to laugh when he gits beat." 
A fact, fof I was never more strained in my life, 
even without wisdom, to laugh at that man who had 
so suddenly beaten me, until I had passed entirely 
beyond his grasp, when I instinctively turned again 
and saw him still smiling and bowing the same sal- 
utations, which I then faced and returned, to the 
extent of my mocking ability, and laughingly com- 
pleted the day, remembering my late disturbance as 
a thoroughly ridiculous performance. But that new 
life deal proved an addition to my schooling of no 
mean advantage. 

On the following day I was actively persuading a 
real estate dealer to buy one of my books, who had 
invited me to a seat at a table beside him, where he 
would be pleased to examine them, I seated myself 
as desired, and proceeded to show him the books, 
trying very hard to induce him to buy, when he said 
to me: 

**0h you are a smooth talker." 

<*I regret you are mistaken, sir. I only wish I 
were!" I said. "1 am simply telling you the truth 
when I say that you will live just as long, and be 
just as happy; that the sun will shine as brightly, 
the birds sing as sweetly, and that the flowers will 
bloom just as profusely, losing none of their beauty 
or charming fragrance, if you should ' waste money* 
in buying one of these books, which you will not be 
doing when you are helping another with your ex- 
penditure." 

" Well," he said " if I were a single man I would 
take one, truly; but you see I have a little wife at 
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home who loves me dearly, God bless her, and whom 
I love "—and he moved his chair quite near toe 
while speaking of his affectionate home ties, when I 
moved back, knowing it time for me to go, or else 
I would be " left," " as it were !" The wife story of 
the day before was still fresh in my memory; and 
ever after, when a man would begin to tell me 
about his darling wife economizing at home, I 
began immediately to move backwards out of the 
street door, thinking, as I watched him during my 
departure, *' How are you, Shtone? " and God help 
your wife, the most deluded being extant. 




CHAPTER XXXIII. 



N THE beginning of my fifth and last week 
in Stockton, I ordered my books and re- 
solved to visit the Insane Asylum, which 
was located quite a distance from the house 
in which I was stopping. And thinking to get sub- 
scribers, I started in the morning early with my in- 
struments in hand, concluding to "go slow and 
learn to peddle.'* I arrived at the grounds about 
elevim o'clock, and entered the male department 
first, where I was introduced to Doctor Shurtleff. 
I tried to have him subscribe for a book, but he 
seemed to think that all the buildings he was super- 
intending were well enough supplied with specimens 
of insanity, as he said : 

" I am sorry, but I do not care for any myself, 
having a fine library in my own home and an exten- 
sive one here. Some of the attendants, perhaps, 
may patronize you, and I will introduce you to the 
porter, who will show you through the building.' 
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The porter proved agreeable, describing ob- 
jects of interest while viewing the various apart- 
ments, most of which were vacant, the occupants, 
except those who were necessarily kept confined, 
being all out on dress-parade in the back yard, pre- 
senting a picture of mankind for the deepest study 
truly. The day was very fine — with a sort of In- 
dian summer air, and the patients seemed to be hav- 
ing an extremely gala time. I was amused, pained, 
and interested, at the histories given me by the gen- 
tlemanly porter relative to the insane promenaders, 
as they passed and repassed our observatory win- 
dow. Over eight hundred in number were before 
us on exhibition, nearly all moving restlessly and in 
many curious manners. One man kept constantly 
rushing back and forth, with blood-shot eyes, champ- 
ing his lips — a fiend in looks. Oh, how he would 
tear things, could he only get those devilish irons 
from his tightly clasped hands. 

Another large, fat-looking creature had himself 
stuffed all around with chunks of bread, and was 
inconvenienced more than a little to keep his "staff 
of life" in place. His costume consisted of a vest, 
shirt pants and shoes, and he was constantly losing 
his bread through the obstinacy of his shirt, which 
would persistently keep breaking out of his pants, 
letting his treasure on to the ground. Yet with all 
that continued annoyance, he was the personifica- 
tion of contentment. Job was an ordinary human 
in comparison, for he uttered not a word, but quietly 
and carefully picked up each chunk and crumb and 
gently stuffed it back again. For a man not obliged 
to work for his living, he had the hardest time secur- 
ing his own little bread of anybody I ever saw, be- 
cause his shirt was so very short. 

Another man was actively ornamenting himself 
with small bitQ of cotton, plucked from bed clothes 
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or wherever he could find it, to appropriate to his 
covetous form. He had a deal of time, too, with that 
cotton. Being the king of the South, it demanded 
slavery or death; and indeed it would secure both 
from that toiling subject there, who reminded me of 
a bush bearing its last bloomed and entirely faded 
blossoms, as the stillest breath from his most tranquil 
form would make balloons of his cotton floating in 
the air around him or would drop them like withered 
roses one by one, on the ground, necessitating him to 
constant labor. 

One man, an Italian, had a high old time with- 
out any partner ; he was doing a waltz that would 
have paled any German man, woman or child into 
the sickliest form of envy by his untiring body 
movement and exuberance of soul. Oh ye heavenly 
waltz! most enchanting dance and bewitching mu- 
sic! what ear can resist it,s spell, or what power did 
time so well a song so pleasing? Surely none but 
Orpheus, who must have been hovering with his fa- 
vorite lyre over that dancing Italian, charming him 
into ecstasy by his magical strains. Filled with 
pure entrancement, Italy's son rapturously whirled, 
clasping closely the fair Hebe he imaginarily encir- 
cled while flying with the air, keeping a perfect step 
to the fascinating musical beat, which beat all crea- 
tion at a world's jubilee — that reversing of his, and 
animation. I could not exactly tell, though I watch- 
ed intently, whether it was the " Dance of Death" 
or the dance of life in which he was engaged, but it 
was certainly the most active extreme one could 
ever see performed by a human being without wings 
or extra facilities for navigation. Madame De Stael 
says, *' Italians never hurry themselves," but she did 
not see that one. 

Leaving the man party to "go on with the dance,'* 
and other amusing occupations, as card playing. 
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kite-flying, marbles, and various spirited games for 
men, I visited the female department. This is a large, 
elegant^ newly-built brick structure, standing quite a 
distance apart from the old asylum, which was of 
brick also, and heavily draped in front by the handi- 
work of nature, that had clad the walls with green 
— her curious self-clasping ivy. The grounds were 
extensive, shaded lovely and bedecked pleasantly 
with flowering plants, and shrubs, and stately trees, 
making delightful walks for convalescent and harm- 
less patients, many of whom were then enjoying 
those out-door luxuries. As I was walking slowly, 
alone, and admiring the beautiful pathway, towards 
the imposing edifice, I was met by quite a company 
of women, one of whom I judged was the attend- 
ant, by her lady-like appearance, as she addressed 
me, saying: 

*' You have books, and are canvassing, I presume. 
Will you let me see them, please ? " 

" With pleasure," I replied, and paused while she 
examined them hurriedly, giving me such a history 
of the authors and their different works as I had 
never ^ven dreamed of being in existence. She 
wanted to know then where I got ray books. I told 
her I purchased them from Roman, in San Francisco. 

" Oh yes; Roman," she said, "is a very nice gen- 
tleman, I know him well." And she gave me a his- 
tory of Roman, both astonishing and amusing, when 
by her hasty and nervous recital, I discovered she 
was not occupying the position my fancy had 
painted her; and the real manager of the group soon 
introduced her individuality by an active exertion 
of high ruling power over that poor book infatuated 
creature I had been unconsciously leading astray 
from the duties required of her by a very impatient 
guardian — who was not in the least interested in 
any of the histories she gave — compelling her to 
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move on with the others, a more silent and obedient 
party. 

I was shown through the awful cage of those 
curiously untamed women, and some of them looked 
wild enough, God knows. But I was agreeably 
surprised to see so few occupants, as I had expected 
to find many more insane women than men. I 
knew that there were' more suicidal acts among 
men than women, but I did not know that there 
were over twice the number of insane men than that 
of women. Considering women's weaknesses, family 
cares, diseases, and general frailty, I could hardly 
believe that there were only three hundred female 
patients in that immense building, and over nine 
hundred males in the smaller department, which 
was the number at that time. 

While passing through the corridor, I noticed an 
aged woman scrubbing the floor which was spot- 
lessly clean, and I asked the portress why she was 
doing it, and if they compelled her to do so. 

"Oh no," she said, "it is her own crazy whim; she 
thinks she must do it, and so she keeps cleaning the 
whole day long." 

It was a sad sight to see, but it bemg the 
only way to pacify her they had to let her 
— -not rip — but scrub. The women all seemed en- 
gaged in some useful occupation, cleaning, knitting, 
sewing, or reading. 

When retracing my steps homeward on the broad 
inviting walk, quite a little distance away from the 
female department, my hand was suddenly grasped 
by a small, pretty-featured woman, who said: 

" Where are you from?'* 

" Oakland," I replied. 

" Oh, are you? I am so glad ! I have a sister there. 
You give her my love, and tell her to come and see 
me; tell her you met me here on this cold brick 
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walk, alone; remember, you met me on this cold, 
cold walk, alone!'' And she clung to my hand like 
a child, pleading with me to take her home, take 
her away, anywhere from there. " Oh this prison, 
this prison ! Where I must wander round and 
round alone, day after day; all alone, and nobody 
cares. But yoii, now, you I know will take me !" 
And the tears streamed do#n my cheeks, that I 
could not restrain, from the sweet-voiced woman so 
softly appealing to me for assistance that I could not 
give — a fact which dawned over her clouded mind 
finally, when she saw me weeping; and she started 
back, dropping my hand, and said: 

" Oh you good woman! you can't help me, I see, 
see now you cannot; but you would, though, I know, 
if you could." 

I assured her that I would indeed, if I could, then 
said "good-bye," and left her gazing after me, and 
piteousiy saying '' Alone ! Alone ! on this cold walk, 
alone !" 

The sun was cheerily shining through an air 
redolent with perfume, all harmoniously enlivened 
by musical warbles of happy birds sporting joyously 
in a cluster of fragrant trees, the leafy boughs of which 
were shading me where I lay, as sadly weeping as if 
the whole earth were dead. When leaving that 
sweet, sad, tearless woman, I strolled away from the 
path into a wilderness of shrubbery, where I threw 
myself on the sodded earth, from view of other 
human, giving entire freedom to tears, which were 
flowing more copiously than for many trying years. 
Tears sorrowfully streaming, and irrepressible, like a 
great flood of rain; but 'tis well they flow, for they 
are cleansing drops to purify the clouded brain, I 
thought, after my heart-spending storm was over, 
from which I had arisen refreshed again by that 
queer little shower that had washed all impurities 
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away, making everything around appear more 
beautiful than before my soul's needful bath of tears. 

November Ist was an eventful day to me. I 
received my mountain of books in one large heap, 
sent direct for my own disposal to the hotel, which 
caused a remembrance of the crazed woman's say- 
ing, "Roman is a very nice gentleman;" and I re- 
peated the expression*emphatically, though I never 
knew the man personally, but I appreciated the 
trust he had placed in me. I received, very singu- 
larly too, at the same time, a new trunk, also sent 
me there from the citj^ which with the patronage 
and smiles bestowed upon me by the landlord, veri- 
fied the old saying that " it never rains but it pours;" 
also, that " prosperity makes friends, and adversity 
tries them." That suspecting proprietor, who had 
dunned me for my board money, was changed into 
the quintessence of goodness, waiting upon me with 
pleasure, and even asked me if I needed money to 
advance on the books, offering me a loan of some if 
I did. In consequence of my worn appearance and 
baggage, that landlord had looked upon me as if I 
were "Jean Valjean" the galley slave, and I should 
not have been surprised any time before to have re- 
ceived from his lips the poor old convict's warning, 
" Be off." The canvass covering on my trunk was 
like the clothing of ''Cosette," in Victor Hugo's 
" Les Miserables," one rag, which would have aroused 
pity in summer and caused horror in winter." Hugo 
says, " The soul helps the body, and at times raises 
it, and is the only bird that upholds its cage." I 
agreed with him there, while I was so actively 
engaged in trying to support myself, for without my 
own will and spirit I should have been crushed to a 
low dreg surely. 

November 2d I began my work of delivery. Dur- 
ing that day, when carrying an armful of books. 
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I was both provoked and amused by some tantaliz- 
ing boys. Seeing an aged lady stopping at a back 
gate which opened into a square of ground contain- 
ing only the residence and neceasary buildings of a 
private family, I thought, like she, to save labor and 
time, I would go through the back way. I hurried 
forward and arrived at the destined passage just in 
time to hear and see a most active play behind the 
scenes There were three small boys astride of the 
high, board fence, very near the gate, and each boy 
was well mounted with a very expressive whip, 
which they were lashing and snapping on the sides 
of the fence, their " make believe " horse. I paused 
by the old lady, who was saying to the boys : 

** I am very tired, boys, won't you please open the 
gate and let me go through this way ? " 

" Oh, pshaw ! It's only wash mans, coal mans, and 
grocery mans that comes this way; g'round to 
th'other gate ! Git up Blixen!" And they whipped 
their horse furiously, while bobbing up and down as 
if they were riding like mad on a genuine animal. 

" Please, boys, open the gate; don't you see I am a 
cripple, and it is so far the other way ! " said the 
weary woman. 

**Bosh! didn't I tell you it's only butchers and 
bakers and candlestick makers that comes in here; 
g'round to th'other gate, g'round to th'other gate! 
Git up. Bonder. Jiminy, aint this bully? " 

The aged woman held her handkerchief over her 
mouth until she got beyond their hearing or seeing, 
when she leaned back on the fence and laughed 
until the tears washed her cheeks like rain, as she 
said, "Oh these boys, these boys, they'll be the death 
of me yet, the tormenting imps ! how I did want to 
shake them, and yet a body can only laugh; " which 
we did, and most heartily, while we went " 'round 
to th'other gate," cheered onward by the whip-crack- 
ing " play " horsemen. 
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When leaving the laughing old lady, I was joined 
by a Chinaman, who played gallant for me by 
restoring one of my books that dropped from my 
arms on the sidewalk, after which, with his native 
curiosity, he began questioning me : 

" You go schoolee? " 

" No, not to school," I replied. 

" What for you heapee bookee? " 

"Oh, to sell, John," I said. 

" How muchee you gittee?" 

" A heap of money," I said. 

" You gottee gold toothee ; how muchee he costee ?" 

" Twenty dollars, John." 

" Ah, too muchee, too muchee ! You habbe one 
manee?" 

"No, no man," I said. 

" You gottee some babee? " 

" Yes. John, I have." 

" Where themee you keepee? " 

I did not reply immediately, but curiously turned 
a glance heavenward, and action he observed quickly, 
and which gave him his conclusion, as he very sym- 
pathetically said : 

" Ah, yesee, belly good placee? " 

"Yes, a very good place, John; good-bye." 

" Goo-bye," he responded, as I changed my course 
at the first crossing, thinking it not at all surprising 
that the Chinese learn the ways of Americans so 
rapidly, for their power of inquisitiveness is unlim- 
ited. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 



HEN delivering some books in an office I 
was addressed by a gentleman, who said: 
" This must be^ a most disagreeable and 
slavish life you are leading; why dont you 
get married? 

" As to my occupation, sir/* I said, " it is no more 
unpleasant than anv kind of work; every mode of 
gainuig a livelihood presents unpleasing features. 
This book-selling is certainly subject to many phases 
that are decidedly so, but I am relieved of serf- 
dom, and countless cares connected with every 
sort of work that I am capable of doing, or have been 
able so far to find to do. I am one of the unlucky 
many who were not chosen to ornament beautifully 
a chair in the mint, though I waited so long that not 
only my patience became threadbare, but the entire 
covering of my body, that supported that necessary 
virtue, and I was obliged to go to work. Being only 
an * ugly duckling ' of ' Hans Andersen ' notoriety, 
I had to stand back in the shade, or fight for a little 
sunshine, that has often seemed begrudged to me, 
with all my struggles to gain it in this life of ac- 
cursed dependence. As to the slavishness of the bus- 
iness, I might get married any day, sir, and not 
change my position, except it would be to add on 
more slavery to my now oppressive lot, which would 
simply be a case of "jumping out of the frying-pan 
into the fire." I would be a slave still, with much 
less advantage, working then under the original ban 
of real bondage, whereas now, I do have some free- 
dom. Marriage seems to be the only aim and goal 
for woman, and is, and should be her position and 
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mission, and would be more freely and generally ac- 
cepted with a home and respectable support war- 
ranted. But if slavery is to be her portion, she had 
better bear the yoke alone than be bearing children 
and it too. And as to why I don't get married, I 
can only reply like a boy schoolmate of mine to a 
girl in the same class, who had performed a practi- 
cal joke, he having been her subject. It was on a 
severe winter day, when icicles fringed the eaves and 
frost thickly glazed the window-panes of the old 
school house where we were active pupils, on a snow- 
drifting time when * Aeolus ' was trying his most 
powerful bellows, thereby compelling us to an extra 
fondness for a red-hot stove, which we hugged closely 
on that very stormy day — we boys and girls to- 
gether. While we were thus embodied, the girl 
having a short slate pencil in her hand, heated it 
hot on the stove, then lifted it with her handker- 
chief, and dropped it quickly into the willing hand 
of the unsuspecting boy, whom she requested to 
hold it, and which to our astonishment closed tightly 
over it with no responsive word regarding his ac- 
tion. Days passed away without any acknowledge- 
ment of the girFs trick, which she attributed to a 
coldness of the pencil that had been supposed quite 
hot, and she tried it again on the next cold day, 
when she was painfully astounded at seeing the 
hand of the boy, as he held it open to her, saying: 
' No, thank you ! the other was hot enough for me, 
and one brand of that kind will do.' The pencil 
had burned its form in his hand, leaving an impres- 
sion entirely self-satisfying. Things are not all 
what they seem, no matter how plainly shown or 
how affectionately given — even an inanimate, inof- 
fensive, insignificant-appearing slate pencil; but 
most of all, those creatures in Qod s own likeness — 
man — the embodiment of passion." 
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My book delivery in Stockton was remarkably 
successful considering the number of subscribers, 
not one of whom disappointed me, though I did 
have quite a trouble to find one of them, a colored 
man and wood-chopper by profession. He was very 
popular in the city ; everybody knew him, and em- 
ployed him more or less ; but on that particular day, 
when I was looking for him, he was invariably 
working for some one else; so they all told me, 
and directed me from one place to another where I 
would be likely to find him. Thus I was beguiled 
for two whole hours, and giving up the case at last, I 
turned wearily homeward, when I met another 
" cloud " man who directed me to his kinsman — the 
object of my search. He was actively engaged 
very near my own home, and where I gave him the 
four-dollar book he had ordered, receiving but three 
dollars for it in return, that being the only money 
he had, which I was glad enough to take and get 
rid of the book ; it had tired and* disgusted me so, 
with my long hunt for its owner, that I resolved 
right there to take no more orders from a " nigger 
on a wood-pile." And by the time I had delivered 
nearly one hundred books in that many different 
directions and places in the city, I resolved to close 
out again and take no more book orders from a nig- 
ger or any other man. 

Stockton was a large place, requiring much time to 
canvass onl}"^ the business houses, and I became as 
utterly tired of seeing myself there, as I was actually 
by my walks through the place. I seemed to have 
grown such a familiar object on the streets that 
every hoodlum, I fancied was a model of retirement 
in comparison to myself, as when about to cross one 
of the business streets, I was startled by these words, 
"There she goes; don't you see her? " I turned quickly 
around and startled the little boy speaker in return, 
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by saying, "Where ?" I felt myself the object of his 
expressive indication, and I was not mistaken, as he 
in company with another small boy, shyly ran away 
as if they had been caught in some act of shame, 
when I unexpectedly addressed them. But it was 
my last crossing on that main street, and I never 
felt more like rejoicing. My work was done, and 
satisfactorily, in a moneyed way. I had received a 
benefit, with kindly treatment from the people there 
beyond my expectation. I was worked weariful 
though, and from climbing stairs, long walks, and 
upwards of three hundred miles of stage-riding lately 

Jerformed to, and on the coast, I needed a rest, for 
was nearly bed sick. I gladly left Stockton, with 
a decided mind to do no more book selling, though 
as to what I would or could do, the future indeed 
was my only guide. 

November 5th, when all nature was being shaded 
with shadows of the departing sun, I retired privately 
and happily once more in the shades of Oakland, 
where I remained, as usual, peaceful and content, till 
my money was nearly spent, with the same old 
haunting creak and cry from the leaky family ship 
that was eternally calling for repairs, from the 
extreme bottom to pilot-house roof, necessitating me 
to work again for money to support the thing that 
should have supported me. And it was the old 
story of either serfage or book convassing — and I 
chose books as the least evil, notwithstanding 
appearances. 

I went to Roman's again for a new field, wishing 
all the time on my way over the bay that their book 
selling territory would be all occupied, for I did not 
want to go again from the fact that I did not feel 
strong enough to attempt it. I went into the sub- 
scription department, hoping the gentleman in 
charge would tell me he did not want me to sell any 
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more books for them ; but alas ! how easy it is to get 
a thing one don't want. He congratulated me up- 
on my late success and said there were finer open- 
ings than ever and as I was a first-class canvasser 
they could give me lots of uncanvassed territory for 
any amount of books; besides they would give me a 
half percentage, a better show than ever. The ofier 
did not make me any happier though, for I did not 
want to go. But with a feeling of necessity and a 
spirit of adventure, I accepted the county of Hum- 
boldt, and returned to Oakland and packed my pro- 
spective wardrobe, which required but very little 
time — one real advantage poverty afibrded me was 
a relief from the care of dresses, I did not have to 
trouble over which one to take or wear, but could 
get right into one; and pack the other as easy "as 
falling off a log," which is a luxurious freedom that 
women of fashion totally destroy, making them- 
selves slaves to things that should be slaves to them, 
thereby ruining both health and happiness. 

December 11th I went aboard the steamer Hum- 
boldt, accompanied by a gentleman friend who had 
come to see me off. I had never been in an ocean 
vessel before, and in full-bred country ignorance, 
when viewing my stateroom I wanted to know it 
all, and asked. ** What are those tin buckets f »r, 
hitched up there — at the head of each roost?" He 
laughed and replied : 

" Unless you are more fortunate than people gen- 
erally at sea, you will find out for yourself before 
you are through with your voyage," which I began 
alone after the last friendly "good-bye" was said, at 
nine o'clock. I had always had a desire for a sail 
through the Golden Gate and a ride on the ocean 
deep, which I was gratified with at last, and had one 
incentive given me for making my book mission 
bearable — the pleasure of a trip at sea. 
18 
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The morning was delightfully fine, with pure sun- 
shine and breezes toned agreeably for a comfortable 
passage on deck, where I sat happily alone, cheered 
by the prospect and sailing in peace all smoothly 
towards the renowned gate I had so often wished to 
go through. Sailing in quietus on the bay so beau- 
tiful, shaded with various hues and dotted by many 
interesting forms of anchored and moving vessels, 
differently built and bent upon their own respective 
callings, from the stiffly cold iron-clad steamer down 
to the tiny yawl and more delicately wrought yacht. 
A charming marine view bordered upon one side, 
with San Francisco, the excitable and fluctuating 
city of hills; and upon the other with Oakland, the 
"Sleeping Beauty," ever tranquil in her palatial 
home couch, from which the long line of local cars 
trailed along over that bay water, like a monster 
serpent arisen to the surface from seclusion in the 
mighty deep; all making a picture indescribable as 
shown in the morning sunlight which enlivens 
everything of animate and inanimate formation 
with its quickening and fresh-tinting rays. 

It was a scene untiring to me, and I looked at it 
restfully till I heard a voice saying : "We are 
nearly on it " — the golden bar, dividing the stormy, 
turbulent ocean from the peaceful, harborous bay. 
I stood up for a moment or two with blissful emo- 
tion, watching the terrible conflict of the two deter- 
mined waters. I held onto the railing — I had to 
hold on, for the vessel seemed to be taking a most 
active hand in the fight — while I wondered which 
one of the mighty combatants of the pitch-battle 
(for by the way the vessel was pitching, I j udged it 
that kind of an engagement) would come out vic- 
torious — the ocean, the vessel, or the bay. I 
watched with intensity, becoming so absorbed that 
I removed my hands from their duty, when I was 
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instantly hurled six feet or more against the main 
body of the upper deck, which movement informed 
me that the Golden Gate was not all gold, and that 
there was a good deal of hard wood connected with 
it. I bumped and clutched along, climbing my way 
down stairs, ceasing hold of the banister at the 
bottom, I was thrown clear across the saloon, 
against a door, which gave way, landing me on the 
side of a berth containing a man, who did not 
appear to be healthy, as he looked at me with a 
sickly smile. I begged of him to pardon me for the 
intrusion, but he only responded by a sicklier smile 
than before, and as I glanced back through the door- 
way on my departure, he was looking very actively 
and closely down into the tin vessel that ornamented 
so usefully the frame of his couch. 

The steamer seemed to be growing more desperate, 
and the contest most fearful; but I had lost my in- 
terest, and thought if I could only reach my berth 
in safety, the ship might go on, or down, as the case 
might be; I did not care, my health was failing, and 
what is life without health? Of no use whatever, 
and like the man I had so unceremoniously called 
upon, I smiled freely but sickly. The steward, 
seeing my pallid countenance and tottering footsteps, 
kindly assisted me to my room and into bed, where 
I soon discovered the use, as my friend had pre- 
dicted, of the attractive tin bucket that hung on my 
berth, which proved a most convenient appendage. 

The steward was very kind, did all he could to 
make me comfortable, and then left me alone in my 
glory, while the ship floundered on. Lying thus in 
state, or in a room yclept so, I was congratulating 
myself on being alone, when my satisfied thoughts 
were disturbed, suddenly, by the appearance of a 
man, who came to inquire after my health, and offer 
me friendly assistance. He was a Jew, and a mer- 
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chant of Eureka, Humboldt County, with whom I 
had been conversing on deck before my retirement, 
as he was standing nearest me during the passage 
through the excitable Golden Gate. Seeing that I 
was traveling alone, and knowing me to be ill, he as- 
sumed a very great sympathy for me, which I did 
not like, as he repeated his calls of inquiry so often 
that he annoyed me more than my seasickness. 
But he continued coming, when I was so deathly 
sick I could only speak a word or two with diflS- 
culty at intervals, persistently offering services that 
I did not need, and which finally became unbeara- 
ble. And at last, after he had surfeited me with his 
attention, I expressed my sentiments to him, in re- 
sponse to his saying : 

" Now do let me get you something ; I have some 
good whisky that will relieve you if you will onl}" 
take some of it ; shall I get it for you ? Or, can you 
think of anything else I could get that you would 
like? Isn't there something you want ? " 

" Yes," I replied, and he gently held my head 
while I gazed into the tin pail, " I want,'* and he 
drew nearer as my face went down with a jerk into 
the lovely tinned vessel; "I want you — "another 
abrupt plunge into the tin-covered bucket that hung 
not in the well. ** I want you for — " and he pressed 
my head nearer and more affectionately, till I sought 
my pillow again, completing, with a grand spas- 
modic flow, the entire sentence, proclaiming the nat- 
ure of my want in these words: "I want you, for 
the good Almighty's sake, to let me alone." 

He went immediately away, saying, "I will let 
you alone/' and closed the door expressively. He 
remained out for about an hour, when he opened the 
door again and looked in, but did not annoy me 
further, and I was left in peace until dinner time, 
when the steward came to see if I wanted anything 
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to eat. " No/' I said, " all I want you to do for me 
is to keep that man out of my room.'* He smiled 
and replied : 

" I had resolved to do so before your request, as I 
saw that he was troubling you, which he shall do 
no more." 

Through the watchfulness of the gentlemanly 
steward my sickly slumbers were not disturbed 
again until the turbulent ship was settling down 
more peacefully in the quiet bay of Humboldt, giv- 
ing a gladful rest to all. 

Having been informed by the steward that we 
were near our destination, of which I felt a cog- 
nizance through my own relieved feeling that I was 
not being sea-rocked, but sailing on quiet water, ere 
I received the assured intelligence, I was up and 
dressing, and nearly in full costume, when I was 
surprised by the door opening and that detested 
voice saying: 

" We are almost in, now." 

"Oh, I know it!" I replied with a snap that 1 
hoped would wound him so that he would not dare 
to approach me again; but to my astonishment, 
when I went out on deck, the first man I met was 
not " Skinner on the Dock," but that infernal Jew, 
who came immediately to me, saying: 

"The Vance and Bay hotels are the best in 
Eureka." 

I made no reply, and passed on with the steward, 
who introduced me to the proprietor of the Vance 
House, seating me in the carriage with him, and 
I was soon driven to his home, where I obtained a 
very pleasant room, with board, for seven dollars per 
week. It was a large hotel, really elegant in its 
appointments, excelling any house of the kind T 
had seen before in the country towns. 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

DECEMBER 12th, after twenty-four hours of 
sea-faring from San Erancisco, I was snugly 
^^<::>cf€> ensconced alone and in bed in that Eureka 
hotel-room, where I laid me down immediately on 
my arrival, feeling convinced that I had been borne 
triumphantly through the Golden Gate and had had 
the pleasure of a sea voyage, though I had failed to 
see either, and certainly no pleasure. I thought that 
the individual who wrote " Rock Me to Sleep," had 
certainly never went to sea in a ship — in the steamer 
Humboldt, anyway — or else his or her stomach 
must have been iron-clad to stand or want any more 
rocking, either in the " cradle of the deep," or as a 
child again in the longed-for arms of mother. I 
could feel perceptibly the motion of the vessel while 
lying quietly in my bed, from which I did not arise 
until late in the afternoon; and then feeling the 
same miserable sensation as when on the sea-plough- 
ing rocker. With the contents of my purse, one 
dollar and seventy -five cents, my remaining money, 
and the awful work staring me in the face that I 
must begin the next day to do, I was not to say 
happy ; and after a very light supper I went again 
to bed. 

December 13th I woke feeling too sick and weak 
to think of getting up, and I remained in my 
couch till nearly noon ; and was annoyed very much 
at intervals by somebody rapping on my door. 

"It is the chamber-maid," I mattered, 

** Tapping at my chamber door — 
Only this, and nothing more ! 
Ah, distinctly I remember, 
It was in the bleak December,** 

When I heard that repeated tapping, growing. 
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louder than before, which aroused me but not o'er 
gently into asking, " Who is there ? " Still no 
answer — only silence — "merely this, and nothing 
more f until the raps became so expressive that they 
bade, me arise and the mystery explore. Going to 
my chamber door, with words less pleasing and 
louder than before, I asked, without opening the 
door, " Who are you — ^and what do you want ? " 
Oh, ye Sadducee! the jetty form of Poe's " Raven " 
would have appeared to me as an angel in white, and 
its croaky voice sweet music to mine ear, in com- 
parison to the creature and tones responding to my 
call through the chamber door. 'Twas the wander- 
ing Jew, and nothing more, who stood there, saying: 

" Are you better to-day ?" 

But he never came there again — nevermore ! I 
was so angry that I forgot about feeling sick, and 
dressed myself and marched on the double-quick 
down stairs to the office-room, and asked the clerk if 
he sent that Jew to my room. I told him that I 
was there an entire stranger, and no man there had 
any business knowing where my room was; that I 
did not receive callers in my room, and I did not 
want him to send anybody there again. I also 
asked him to keep that Jew away, as I did not know 
the man, and did not want to know him. The clerk 
replied that he had not told him where my room 
was, and did not know how he came there ; but he 
would see that neither he nor anybody else should 
disturb me in the future. Of course that little ex- 
citement proved an episode for gossip; as it proved 
positively to me that a Jew has eyes, hands and 
other organs as a Christian. 

Being up and armed, in full array, I concluded to 
go in battle again with the outer world, regardless 
of sickness, which had in a great measure left me 
while performing that ravin * scene. It gave me an 
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appetite for something to eat, which I gratified, and 
then took my books to the office of the JEvenin-g Star 
newspaper to be advertised ; and there I heard in full 
detail the account of that everlasting Jew and my- 
self with the hotel clerk, from the editor of the news 
circular, who laughed at me and said : 

"You have made one complete conquest in 
Eureka, surelv." 

" I do not know whether I have or not,'* I said ; 
** but if true, I do not feel in the least complimented 
by making conquests over such cheeky individuals." 

" You should feel so in this case, for the man has 
only been married about three weeks, and the power 
of attraction must be more than medial, given to a 
woman who can draw a bridegroom away from his 
nuptial couch so easily as you have done, and especi- 
ally a penny-squeezing Jew," said my worthy in- 
formant, to whom I replied : 

"Since I know that the man is married, sir, I feel 
less than ever gifted with magnetic or conquer- 
ing powers — charming only a married man, the 
most willing subject living. Any fool woman out- 
side of his own personal family can subjugate either 
a Gentile or a Jew married man, with their natural 
wandering propendency. But if there were any 
honor or spirit of conquest to be gained from the 
control of either of those susceptible beings, it would 
be found in the Jew, who exhibits most nobility of 
all human character. The Jew though not a Chris- 
tian, practices the art of goodness, excelling any de- 
nomination extant. They not only preach to help 
one another, but give the necessary assistance, that 
words cannot benefit. Their women are not slaves, 
nor their men convicts and beggars. Their women 
are not street walkers and serfs, clamoring for mascu- 
line positions, nor their men afraid to marry through 
the non-supporting plea. Their treatment of one 
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another is Godlike, charitable and admirable, the 
consideration of which, sir, does afford me some 
pleasure to think that I feally obtiained the sym- 
pathy of a Jew,' whose heart aboundeth with charity, 
shaming the most liberal gentile; and as you say, 
sir, I ought to in this case feel complimented." 
December 14th I worked all day with a dizziness 

feeling very disagreeable, and retired early at 
night with a seasickness which I wonied through 
more contentedly for having thirteen good sub- 
scribers, that relieved the haunting board question 
which my little money would settle but one day 
only; and with that goblin put to flight I dreamed 
dreams, dreamingly in dreamland free from care. 

December 15th I met another book agent, who 
rather shaded my prospects, being a very successful 
canvasser — one of the able-bodied kind, who are 
more fitted for labor than labor is fitted for them — 
and my form of frailty grew weaker than before as 

1 noted his muscular appearance when rapidly dis- 
playing books that would have weighted my hands 
almost beyond power of action. He reminded me 
of the Stockton bread man, for he seemed to be 
stuffed or wadded with books, as he pulled one after 
another from underneath his coat and showed tlMn 
to me ; but unlike the poor lunatic, he had a secure 
hold on. his books, which ever remained hidden away 
from view until he felt disposed to exhibit them, an 
action that invariably occurred after having worked 
himself into favor with his intended victims, when 
he would gradually produce his books, surprising 
them into subscribing. He was really an adept in 
the art of soliciting, and wefortned quite an admira- 
tion society — he and I together — as we freely com- 
pared notes. He was very much surprised at the 
success I had met with, considering my very loose 
way of doing business, carrying my weapons openly 
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in my hands so everybody could see and know just 
what to expect of me, and they could avoid or face 
the pest according to their own inclination. 

Thackeray says, " The dodges of women beat all 
comprehension ;" but the dodges of men beat all com- 
prehension and women too, everywhere I have been, 
or all of whom I have seen. Yet the dodges of that 
book agent beat all comprehension, and man 
and woman combined, as there seemed no limit 
to his carefully planned trickery, practiced with the 
judgment of a scientist, and successfully upon even 
suspecting subjects. My business qualifications de- 
preciated immediately I observed that scheming 
man; and I could attribute my success only to a 
purely sympathetic feeling coming from the hearts 
of my subscribers to my own tactless self. 

December 18th I received a benefit of fifteen sub- 
scribers, having to perform again a similar scene to 
my action in the Gualala logging camp. I was at 
the steamer landing, and interviewing some gentle- 
men in the depot building, three of whom subscribed, 
one after the other, as they each came separately to 
me where I was standing, and of course received the 
same rehersal of my old book story, which seemed 
to gain interest by each repetition, so much so that 
they were only satisfied with the entertainment 
after they heard me tell it to every man they could 
ensnare into my audience, and whom they shamed 
into subscribing, if unwilling to do so through my 
own persuasive powers; and I was bored more in 
that one meeting than in any other in all my life, 
as everj' man stood enjoying a story that was nearly 
killing me, and had it not been for the money I 
would get from them, that I needed so badly, I should 
have wished my story to kill every one of them for 
subjecting me to such a trial. But I cannot describe 
the delightful sensation those men individually 
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experienced by the confusion of every new convert* 
who directly fell in with the older ones, gloating over 
each fresh victim and my repeated book description, 
which would have killed any human being not 
engaged for money — or fun. 

December 24th I remained at home in the after- 
noon, and in the parlor with a company of ladies 
assembled to witness a gorgeous funeral procession. 
The corpse hacl been in life one of Eureka's first set- 
tlers; a man, too, most highly respected — after he 
was dead — by all perhaps but me, for he had cheated 
me out of five dollars that he was to have given me 
for a book he ordered, and which action seemed 
unpardonable for a man in good circumstances. 
But there is no telling what people will do in this 
world, or what amount of joy and sorrow one little 
act like the skip of a soul into that no-thoroughfare 
region can afford the interested party left so hope- 
lessly in the rear. For the want of good clothes, I 
refrained from joining the procession, but acted truly 
a real mourner at home. He had given me a sub- 
scription, which I had been frequently told by ob- 
serving parties was an act of charity, very exception- 
ably performed, by the deceased man, who had 
treated me kindly indeed; and who did not mean to 
die that way. But as God disposes, man must goses, 
though he proposes all things well. 

While watching the lengthy parade and listening 
to the sad music accompanying the uniformed com- 
pany, I was amused by a gentleman coming into our 
bow-window circle and saying : 

" Isn't old Brown [that was not his name, but 
what's in a name if the man is dead] having a jolly 
funeral ? Lord, how happy he must be in that lay- 
out of his ! My God ! isn't it handy to be rich ? 
Ge-whilleker ! how I could have mourned if he had 
only backed me with some of his money — while his 
BOuJ goes marching on 1" 
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I laughed and I sighed. Alas! poor Brown, bat 
poorer me ! for " Thou art gone to the grave," with 
my expectant five dollars gone from my gaze and 
from my grasp forever. But such is life to the poor, 
and such is death to the rich. 

Evening found me a picture of blueness that 
would have paled a pure sample of condensed indigo. 
All I wanted (Spoopendyke ?) was a string choked 
around my neck to make me a first-class bluing bag 
for a Chinese laundry. 

**Twas the night before Christmas, when all throngh the honse — 
Not a creature was stirring — not even a mouse," 

For every body had gone to the Christmas tree but 
poor me. I had refused to go, through that *' Mc- 
Flimsy " reason of nothing to wear, and so I sat 
long in the stilly night, while memory brought the 
light of other Christmas eves most sadly around me. 
Owing to my poverty-stricken dress, I had to 
seclude myself away and refuse most agreeable 
company — at the risk, too, of giving offense to the 
party inviting me; but, " How could I help it — how 
could I, mamma? " I could not insult my own 
pride, much less a well-dressed company. So I 
remained in silence alone, under the same circum- 
stancesof " Major Pendenuis' " friend, " Leech," who 
said he was so poor that he couldn't afford to know 
a man. There being no chimney in my room, I 
knew Santa Claus would not come down for me, 
and I finally adjourned without hanging up my 
stocking. 

Christmas morning dawned beautifully with sun- 
shine streaming and warm, which I tried hard to 
think was shining as brightly for me as any other 
being, but I could not repress a shiver when enter- 
ing the pleasant dining-room, all happy and home- 
like with many joyous fac^s made glad on that wel- 
come holiday by interested friends, among whom I 
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sat entirely alone, as if I were the only human, with 
a depression of spirit most sickening while gazing 
upon those social beings. I left as soon as I had 
breakfasted, and strolled away by myself, beyond 
the limits of the city, to enjoy a quiet reading from 
the most expressive book — Nature. When passing 
along through a privately-inhabited street, I met an 
officer leading a small boy of whom he had taken 
in charge for committing some petty theft. The 
little fellow was crying: 

** Oh, 111 never do it again, I'll never take noth- 
in' morel I wanted it so bad, and them folks 
wouldn't give it to me, when they didn t need it 
and they knowed that I wanted it and couldn't buy 
nothin'; oh I wish I was dead like mother!" 

And so the struggling boy was weepingly led 
along through the streets by the man who could 
only do his duty, though a very unpleasant one, on 
that beautiful Christmas morn. I watched the mis- 
erable little form so hungrily pleading — a puny help- 
less waif, clad coldly in rags — and hoped to see it 
relieved from a distress indeed most pitiful. But it 
seemed deserted by both God and man, as no an- 
swer came to the repeated cries while within my 
gaze; and I more sadly than before continued my 
solitary walk, thinking of an action of James Fisk, 
Jr., who, after liberally responding to a call for 
money from an ex-convict, advised him, " Now my 
man, the next time you feel the need of stealing, 
come to me and I will help you to make an honest 
living." What a sermon and godly act was that, 
by a moneyed king and a worldly man I Christ, the 
saver of all, practiced and preached no better than 
that; but how few are his followers ! 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 



'H three Sundays, or free days, in succes- 
ioD, I had plenty of time for reflection — the 
ne holy day proper, then a restful day given 
tor the burial of a rich man, and the next 
following in commemoration of the birth of a poor 
one; that great, good man who died to save us all — 
an action I cannot appreciate, through a failure to 
understand what we are saved from, since we are 
subjected to every sort of sinful doing and suffering, 
with no end to punishment, except it be in death, 
which we also must endure. But it was a merry 
Christmas, full of love and good, willed freely to 
all; yet, like many other wills, it was too illegally 
drawn to hold shares free from contesting power of 
the ever greedy human, who had cruelly and will- 
fully broken it, thrusting many of the legatees di- 
rectly in the cold, leaving them anything but good- 
ness, as intended in the original docunient — a deed 
so corrupted by man that the " New Revision " has 
only proven it an instrument most easily destroyed. 
We had turkey, with cranbei ry sauce, and other 
suitable accompaniments, di.shed nicely for dinner. 
The turkey, the oysters and other edibles, especially 
the boiled onions, had the familiar flavor, with good 
cheer, indeed welcome to me on ray return from the 
country closely attached to the town, where I had 
been roaming in search of happiness, which, if any 
I there did find, I lost again when viewing the mer- 
riment around me. A gladsome Christmas gather- 
ing of jolly, social faces, aglow with festivity and 
general good feeling, a large company of whom I 
envied not for their gladness, which I witnessed 
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alone and apart, yet near enough to be shadowed by 
their forms so joyous of heart that my spirit drooped 
through the excessive brightness of those people 
made glad' by friendliness of Santa Claus, and claws 
that were not Santa's. 

But with all my loneliness and seeming neglect 
and want of friends, I received one treat most agree- 
able to me during that festal week. I was going 
out of the dining-room, where I had been wearily 
supping after a hard day's work, and with a feeling 
of depression that ever possesses me during the 
holiday season, from which, in no matter what sur- 
rounding, I can only see that grim monster. Want, 
glaring about most grimly through those luxurious 
Christmas trees, bearing profusely fine fruits for a 
favored few. But I see I have gotten out of the 
dining-room ahead of time, and I must go back now 
and receive my benefit, which came to me through 
the kindly hands of the gentlemanly proprietor, 
who hailed me on my departure and presented me 
with a copy of the Evening Star, also directing me 
to read an article that he showed me in its columns 
relative to myself, and which I will give here, as I 
copy it verbatim from the same treasured sheet: — 

" See This. — The notion has long been prevalent, 
indeed it has passed into a kind of maxim, that 
to be a book canvasser one must have unbounded 
impudence, and a tenacity which can only be obvi- 
ated by a kick, if the pest be a man, or a pointed re- 
buff, if a woman. This theory has received a very 
rude shock quite lately hereaway; a lady has come 
to Eureka as a book agent. She is affable, pleasant 
— a lady in every sense of the term — and never 
bothers anybody. Her business is made known in 
a quiet, lady-like way, and with no unnecessary 
talk. If you wish to subscribe, well, if not there is 
no harm done and she goes away. The strangest 
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part of it is, she is meeting with success; a glance at 
her subscription book shows a long list of sub- 
scribers composed of the representative men and 
women of the place. We merely throw out this as 
a hint to agents, who may learn that impudence is 
not talent, nor unlimited boring power the best evi- 
dence of business capacity." 

Kind and complimentary words. What a world 
of good they do 1 Going away from supper to my 
room, so lonely, homesick and wearied — ^a charity 
beggar on the streets or elsewhere, depending upon 
strangers, with whom I placed no trust, as they 
could but do with me, through that awful busine.ssl 
and so I shrinkingly avoided all, except when una- 
voidable. And in my little room of retirement 
there was a pleasant and unexpected change swept 
over me as suddenly as if Oberon had wafted 
me magically into a real home with friends. 
They were kindly sentiments, even though over-esti- 
mating the subject of their cause, coming freely and 
most surprisingly to me, as I had not paid the editor 
to compliment me as he had done so nicely, and for 
which action thanks only seemed a poor offering; 
and I felt so happy while reading those words that 
I should liked to have hunted up the writer and 
given him a regular hugging. And as I see them 
now, reminding me of the cheer they brought me in 
that time of despondency, I feel as though I ought 
to find that gentleman yet and hug him most affec- 
tionately, and kiss him too, for both his mother and 
myself, as he deserved the treatment, if agreeable to 
him. May his sweetest dream be realized, and his 
star gleam brightly in heavenland forever in ascend- 
ancy, is the wassail I should do for him. 

I had another treat offered me in that holiday 
week, when on a soliciting tour — a very kindly 
remembrance of two elderly men who had evi- 



Pacts: By a Woman. 289 

dently been waiting for me in an ill-bred cabin 
wbile I was coming their way. The business man- 
ager of the two greeted me at the door, requesting 
me to come in. I seated myself on a rickety chair, 
and they pretendingly examined my books while I 
was doing the hovel, which presented a bare floor, 
three crippled chairs, occupied by we three specimens 
of seedy depravity, and a bench with a greasy tin 
wash basin, directly over which, on the board wall, 
hung the necessary companion pieces, a Cheap John 
looking-glass minus one corner, and a flour-sack 
towel, bearing marks of daily and ancient usage; 
a stove and a plain board table, openly displaying a 
very few indispensable cooking and eating utensils, 
with the appearance of having been on a drunk from 
which they had not become settled; and last, but not 
least, a bed or a thing supposed to be such — alto- 
gether being the most consumptive home outfit one 
could wish to find. The proprietor had found house- 
keeping too laborious for himself alone, and resolved 
to take a partner; hence the action of his agent — and 
offering to me, through that business form — who 
addressed me, saying: 

" Well we don't want any books, but here's a man 
that wants a wife, and he thinks you'd suit him ; and 
I might as well tell you we want to see now if we 
can't strike a bargain. He's got no family, and you 
can have things purty much all your own way, 
bekase he's a man that'll never meddle with your 
housekeepin' affairs. Now what d'ye think on't ? 
He's got a dog and some chickens, that would kind 
of keep you from gettin' lonesome daytimes, and 
he'd be mostly always at home nights with you him- 
self; and I think, considerin' every thin', it would be 
a mighty independent prospect for a woman like 
you, who hain't got no home." 

" Why do you think I am so anxious to get mar- 
ried, sir?" I asked. 
19 
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" Well, you're a widder, hain't you?" 
" Oh, yes, I see, sir; being a widow you have the 
prevailing impression that I would, like the grass- 
hopper, jump at the first chance; which is a very- 
correct sentiment; but fortunately I have been 
favored in my jumping facilities with both a back- 
ward and forward movement, and I shall indulge 
the back-action spring on this opportunity, gen- 
tlemen, and so you will please excuse me." And I 
broke company without asking "When shall we 
three meet again? " but to myself I did say: 

'* A frog he would a wooing go. 
Sing heigh-ho, says Rowley." 

And furthermore: 

" So there was an end of one, two and three, 
The rat, the mouse, and the little frog-ee " — 

Who had all the time sat as mutely still as if he 
had been a veritable frog, and Tion est while his 
agent did the croaking for him ; but he croaked to 
me — nevermore! that "grim, ungainly, ghastly, 
gaunt and ominous bird of yore." 

Soon after leaving my might-have-been private 
dwelling, I called in a cottage with a more home- 
like face, and where I was about showing my books 
to the lady, when a gentleman came excitedly in, 
saying: 

" Good morning, Mrs. Newsworthy, I have called 
to tell you that Mr. ShakeofFs dead !" 

"La's, Mr. Bearall, you don't say it! Why, when 
did he die?" 

And she arose to assume a more appropriate atti- 
tude to rehearse particulars, while I abruptly de- 
parted from the well-known, to me, scene. The ex- 
pression of that calamitous afifair so lately trans- 
pired, recalled to my mind a social entertainment 
occurring in a private house located in a small vil- 
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lage where I was a transitory resident. There was 
nothing peculiar about the village or the partici- 
pants in the wonderful life and death play that I saw 
enacted there, as similar exhibitions are daily as 
truthfully and artistically portrayed in any town or 
village extant. Simply by a change of subject and 
characters representing it, the small congregation of 
houses can be recognized by any individual ac- 
quainted with a village proper; and it would be an 
unnecessary draw upon both time and words to lo- 
cate particularly the one engaged in this perform- 
ance of my remembrance. 

I was sitting in the parlor of a well-to-do family, 
one of the F. F. V.'s in that locality, and exhibiting 
my books to the lady of the establishment. The 
time was early afternoon, on an acceptably warm 
spring day, and I was just about receiving the lady's 
signature for one of my books, when a servant an- 
nounced a lady caller, which of course interrupted 
the writing, and I was obliged to wait and be 
entertained as follows: 

"Why, Mrs. Seeright! how do you do? Come 
right in. lam delighted to see you. I was just 
thinking about you this minute. Have this easy 
chair and this fan to cool yourself while you give me 
the news." 

"No, thank you, Mrs. Catchem; I am very well, 
and will sit right here, please, by the window. I 
just saw that curious Mrs. Scanall going into Mrs. 
Trumpem's, and I'm dying to know if she only went 
to make a call, or to spend the afternoon. I was in- 
tending a call there, too, to-day, but if she is going 
to stay I don't want to go. But, oh, dear, I've so 
much to tell you, Mrs. Catchem. I presume you've 
heard though that our dear friend Mrs. Pose is 
dead ? " 

*' Yes, Mrs. Seeright, but d'ye know I never knew 
a word of it till after she was buried." 
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" Oh, well, none of us here did, because it takes 
so long to get a letter, and I suppose the family 
didn't think to dispatch. But I declare, if there 
isn't Mrs. Pryer coming. Yes, thank you, I will sit 
awhile yet and hear what she has got to say." 

" Why, Mrs. Pryer, I am real glad to see you. I 
was j ust thinking about you this minute. Have this 
chair, you willbe more comfortable." 

" Ah ! I see Mrs. Seeright is here, and I will sit 
here at the window, thank you, Mrs. Catchem, for 
it is such a lovely day, and I want to see when 
Kate Fairplay comes out from Mrs. Trumpem's. I 
want to call there also, and Kate and I are on the 
outs, so our meeting would not be pleasant. She, 
you know, Mrs. Catchem — but I declare I most for- 
got to tell you, still you must have heard, that Mrs. 
Pose is dead." 

" Yes, I did hear about as soon, I suppose, as I 
could, Mrs. Pryer, and it's very sad, isn't it ? Poor 
Mrs. Pose! how we shall all miss her! but who's 
that? Sure's I live, ladies, if it isn't grandma 
Beatsem; and she's got her knitting, too, ha ha ! 
coming to spend the afternoon with me. Why 
grandma! how do you do? I was just thinking 
about you this minute, come right in and take your 
old chair; you know you're always at home here." 

"Yes, Mrs. Catchem; oh, how do do, ladies, I am 
indeed at home here and shall continue to be till 
our all-wise Director sees fit to cease my visits 
with you — which will not be long now. I just 
thought I drop in and tell you that our dear friend and 
sister, Mrs. Pose, is dead. Oh you heerd it did you? Ah! 
it's a sad thing to reflect upon how soon we will be 
called to go, but if we are only as well prepared as 
sister Pose was, we need not fear the end." 

'* Yes, grandma, it is a blessed consolation for ua to 
know that she — but as I live, here is Mrs. Meeker ! 
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Ladies, this is my old friend Mrs. Meeker. Mrs. 
Seeright and Mrs. Pryer, Mrs. Meeker. I was just 
thinkinof about you, when I saw you step into the 
door. Here have this seat by grandma." 

" Thanks, grandma and I shall be quite at home 
together. You have been well I presume, Mrs. 
Catchem ? yes, what a blessing it is to have health 
no one can tell so well, till they are ill, as I have 
been lately ; but notwithstanding how miserable I 
am feeling, I thought I must come and tell you — I 
have such sad news that I knew you would be glad 
to hear, Mrs. Catchem, as you too will mourn the 
loss when you learn that Mrs. Pose is dead !" 

" Poor Mrs. Pose ! we had heard of her death, 
Mrs. Meeker, and were just talking about it when 
you came in, and I was saying what a consolation 
— Well I do declare ! Why parson ** Easetaker," 
how do you do? I was just thinking about you 
this minute. Have a seat here by grandma, oh I 
am so pleased to see you." 

" Indeed, sister Catchem, I am well, thank you, and 
delighted to meet so many friends here, and see you 
all looking so well. But alas! I fear I shall only dis- 
turb your happiness here, as I am the bearer of very 
sad intelligence; I have just come to tell you, Mrs. 
Catchem, that our loving sister, Mrs. Pose, is dead. 
Yes, my dear sisters, it is a solemn subject — a most 
unpleasing thought, that " in the midst of life we 
are in death," and that our lives are flitting, flitting 
fast away. Oh, my friends, how short our stay, 
and how soon must we be severed from all earthly 
ties. Sisters, if you will oblige me, let us kneel and 
pray." 

. They knelt, and while thus engaged I silently and 
fervently stole my thankful self out from that af- 
flicted assemblage, invoking the power of our kind 
Heavenly Father to bring back to life and restore 
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to those weeping souls — in living form once more — 
tbeir departed sister Pose, and give them a change 
of act and scene. The entire afternoon was wasted 
for me, and I went out from the place most sadly, 
to meet a small girl at the gate, who asked me, 

" Is Mrs. Catchem at home ?" 

"Yes," I replied, but she is very busy now, and 
I don't think you can see her." 

" Oh, no matter, I*m not going to trouble her, I'm 
just going to the door to tell her that Mrs. Pose is 
dead." 

Oh earth, is death thy only amusement, I sighed, as 
I mournfully sought the seclusion of my own little 
chamber in the inn where I was boarding, and where, 
as I stood gazing from my window on the street side- 
walk below, I saw two gentlemen approaching one 
another, and shaking hands as they met in a very 
friendly manner, soon after which I was greeted 
with the information, distinctly through the voice 
of one whose stentorian tones waked my sensitive 
hearing above, with this expression: 

" Oh, by the way, brother, I must tell you that 
Mrs. Pose is dead." 

I waited no more, but pulled down the blind and 
sat disconsolately alone ** under the gas-light " — 
wondering if it were true that " There will be no 
more sorrow there," in the land where spirits roam, 
and if it were possible to meet a soul in that village 
that had not advised every soul it could scare up 
of its own speaking acquaintance, that Mrs. Pose 
was dead — a subject only excelled in interest and 
thorough detail and burial, to that of the late Presi- 
dent of the United States, both of whom being 
finally settled, may they rest in peace. 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 

TJREKA was a city of over five thousand 
inhabitants, not as large as Stockton; but 
with extra holidays, rain-storms, and my 
own ill-feelings, I was a longer time getting 
through with the place ; and, although I could truth- 
fully and satisfactorily exclaim. Eureka ! I have 
found it — the money I was looking for — I was as 
glad to escape from the gaze of the people there as I 
had been before from Stockton, where I became so 
tired of going back and forth on the streets, that I 
fancied myself a sort of walking bulletin board, 
bearing the same old publication, of which I knew 
the public must be as decidedly disgusted with the 
ancient appearance as I was myself with my own 
repeated exhibition. But time passes, as life ad- 
vances, and when the chime bells of Eureka musi- 
cally rang out the old, and the New Year in, I felt 
my time and work nearly done in the city so lively 
on the shores of Humboldt Bay, another lumber- 
making country. My books were come and my 
canvass complete, and so I rested on New Year's 
Day, with a mountain haunting me in a store-boxed 
form — an immense heap of heavily weighted books. 
These I must carry upstairs and downstairs, in 
house after house throughout the town; but there 
was money to be gleaned from that delivery work, 
and knowing that he or she who hesitates is lost, I 
could only brave it through to save myself, with 
over a month's bill due for unsettled board, which 
would have been my only tag, a souvenir that would 
shame even an ordinary dog. 
January 2d I began my work and calls for money, 
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which I obtained from all whom I called upon for it 
but one over-bright young man, who refused on the 
ground that I had not fulfilled my promise. He 
said: 

" I am a man of business, and when I enter into an 
agreement with any person I expect them to come 
up to time, as I do. You were to deliver me that 
book between Christmas and New Year's, and you 
have failed in your duty, you are two days behind 
time, and I don't want the book now, and I will not 
take it." 

" I am sorry, sir," I said ; '' I was disappointed in 
getting my books on account of the delayed steamer, 
and could not possibly get around before." 

" There was no steamer in the contract, madam ; 
you were to bring me the book during the holidays, 
which you did not do, and I tell you I am a man of 
business. Good-day madam." And coolly replac- 
ing his hat from a cooler bowing in the coolest man- 
ner, he importantly strode away ; and it was thus 
that I got left. 

With that one exception I met with no decided 
disappointment, though I did have to talk in a very 
disagreeable way to two other young men who were 
not so thorough in the art of business, and I won 
my game through a shaming or pleading process, 
which they were really too susceptible to resist, as I 
had done with similar subjects in other places. One 
gentleman, when receiving his book, after providing 
me with a seat at a table near him, said: 

" You must meet with many singular and annoy- 
ing characters in this business, do you not? " 

" Oh, yes, sir," I replied, " there is no mistake in 
the question of necessity regarding a requisition of all 
kinds of people to make a world, for I certainly see 
new features everywhere, with varied expression, 
pleasing and otherwise." 



Facts: By a Woman. 297 

" Well, don't you frequently have cause to get 
very angry, and do you not meet with many insults 
from people generally? " 

'* Yes, mdeed, sir ; but as Tom Moore says: 



'fE'en in the tranquilest climes — 

Light breezes will ruffle the blossoms, sometimes. 



I) 



And as to insults there is not any place with 
human beings free from them, and not anything 
easier found when a person is looking for them, 
which I*m not doing ; but if I accidentally come in . 
contact with them, I consider the source and pass it." 

"Your classification of humanity, madam, seems 
very undivided. What do you think of this play 
we call life — do you not think it a very fraudulent 
puzzle ?" 

'' Simply a game of hog and hog, most hoggishly 
played by closely connected kindred, are my senti- 
ments, sir." 

" What makes your hair so gray ?" 

" Oh, because — ' Darling I am growing old,' you 
see." 

'* With vour face? no, there is some other reason." 

"Well, it must be owing, then, to my superior 
intelligence, as all people of wisdom are either gray- 
headed or bald." 

" May the Sages help me ! I, who must be most 
supremely ignorant, with my great thick mat of hair, 
minus one silvery thread. Say no more please, or I 
shall faint with pure weakness," he replied, and I 
quietly made obeisance and departed. 

January 7th I took a seat in the Oussey terry- 
boat, a miniature vessel in comparison to San Fran- 
cisco Bay ferries, plying daily between Eureka and 
Areata, on the Humboldt Bay — two noted towns* 
with a similiar attachment as Oakland to San Fran- 
cisco, but a more domesticated class of people, each 
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respectively preferring their business and sleep at 
home. Having ordered an extra lot of books, I was 
going to the village to dispose of them, which I did 
agreeable to desire, without particular worriment, 
pleasure or adventure, other than through one bril- 
liant idea of a married livery stable man He would 
not buy a book from me, but extended freely the 
use of a carriage if I wished to go anywhere in the 
country; and beside, he said: 

"I will give you five dollars if you will let me 
kiss you now, just once." 

''Tou can do so with the greatest pleasure in the 
world, sir, for I know of no other way in which I 
could obtain iive dollars so easily. Give me the 
money and take your kiss." 

" Oh, but I didn't mean right here you know." 

" You said you would give me five dollars, sir, if 
you could kiss me now, just once, and being a 
gentleman, I hope you will not go back on your re- 
quest, which these gentlemen here have heard you 
most desirously express." 

" Oh, w.ell, you will plea.se excuse me, you know I 
meant when I could see you later." 

" You wanted to kiss me now, sir; and if you are 
a gentleman, you will take one now, as I intended 
it now or never." 

But he would not accept the "one little boon, 
love," for it would have cost him considerable, 
beside — ^ah, those men there would know, who were 
like the man in the moon, *' looking love." And I 
received not the five dollars he so freely offered me — 
oh no! 

January 16th, with bag and baggage, I was a 
passenger again on the small steamer Humboldt, at 
the early hour of five o'clock, sailing out towards 
the mighty deep en revanche to San Francisco. 
And we sailed to the dividing bar and then sailed 
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back again, a very sickly and conquered company. 
The ocean piled itself into heaps against the fair 
sailing vessel and bffy, in such a terrible spasm of 
waves, repulsing entirely the brave little steamer, 
which was compelled to return to mooring in the 
harbor, and so we were disappointed. There had 
been heavy rain-storms on land, with strong winds 
accompanying them, and the great body of ocean's 
waters seemed raging sympathetically and in a most 
turbulent manner, refusing to calm for over one 
week. A terrible storm at sea, wrecking many a 
frail schooner and shiplet on those wild waves, say- 
ing murder the whole day long. Most wonderful 
power of Omnipotence is shown in that man-con- 
queror, the uncontrollable sea. 

Being in circumstances again with a purse well filled 
with money, and my board and wash bill settled, I 
could afford t9 be more social, and consequently 
sought friends, which I had no trouble to find when 
prosperity led me onward to those ever ready beings 
that money can always buy. And casting aside all 
remembrance of previous poverty, so free again from 
beggarliness, I assumed the right of free-born inde- 
pendence, put on ray best bib and tucker, and with 
a letter of introduction in hand, I proceeded to 
make a requested call upon the Judge and family of 
Humboldt, residing in a very inviting cottage in Eu- 
reka. Finding them all agreeable as represented, I 
remained until after tea, which I especially enjoyed, 
being a home preparation by the skillful hands of 
the Judge's own housewife. The family consisted of 
the Judge, his wife and his mother-in-law, and con- 
sidering that ever disagreeable third party, I was 
surprised at the extreme happiness of the Judge, 
who seemed a man totally ignorant of any house- 
hold unpleasantness. A most exceptionable case of 
mother-in-law, I thought, until she informed me 



300 Facts: By a Woman 

that she resided in New England, and was only 
there on a very short visit with her daughter, which 
circumstance accounted for the Judge's supreme 
felicity ; or at least I could see no other reason, and 
that alone was sufficient, even though retiring in 
her disposition. 

January 2l8t, after three previous trials of the 
determined steamer Humboldt to sail triumphantly 
over the ocean billows, we were borne at last success- 
fully over that ever destructive bar, and with com- 
pagnon de voyage^ a young lady occupying a state- 
room with me. I felt more at home in that sea- 
going rocker with pleasurable company, but none 
the less sick, and no more satisfied with the abomni- 
able rocking, which discounted my first experience 
in every movable manner. The waves were furious, 
forming themselves into great mountains for the 
poor, struggling ship to climb and tumble almost 
heels-over-head going on the other side down to the 
bottom, only to mount another seemingly higher 
than before, to plunge wildly down with a velocity 
and jerk that knocked everything and everybody 
crazy; hence these tears. 

Of course thete never was such a storm as that 
occurred before, to the Captain's knowledge, and he 
was an ancient mariner, having experienced many 
severe squalls at sea. Bat it is always the case with 
every excitable transaction, either on land or water; 
there was never anything known like it, even by 
the oldest Puritan inhabitant, especially any battle 
of the elements or changeable freak in the atmos- 
phere. There was never such a spell of dry, or wet, 
or hot, or cold weather as the latest, nor such a ter- 
rible storm as that which did take place, on our 
second day out from Humboldt Bay — at least not 
to my recollection. 

I have been a most active onlooker of many 
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torms in those old Eai=itern States ; of thunder and 
lightning and "hail, Mary," and rain, snow and 
wind; in Ohio and Illinois, where people and houses 
were whirled into the air as leaves from off the 
trees; where turkeys are cleaned of their feathers 
by those ravaging winds, as if picked by the hand 
of human; but I never did see such an ocean storm 
before, simply because there was none during my 
other voyage. Our state-room was on deck and 
nearly central — the most desirable location, so I was 
told — and with that information I ought to have 
felt very proud and happy. Bat I believed, like 
Henry Ward Beecher, that ''content is devilish," 
and that if any human being could settle down in 
such a berth as that and claim contentment they 
might do it in welcome — ^lying both in bed and out 
of it, but mostly out of it, unless chained down to 
both truth and the bed while the ship was taking 
those repeated plunge baths from off the billowed 
mountain tops, an action that would make content- 
ment itself groan for want of smoother sailing. 

"I can speak of that I do know, and testify of 
that which I have seen," and the ocean that day ap- 
peared as a snow-storm sure, with its white falling 
spray as cast from the billowed tops. *'0h Lord 
save us! but wasn't that an old ripper?" An excla- 
mation and question advanced to us by a man on 
deck, immediately after a most terrific lurch of the 
vessel, caused by a rolling wave that dashed against 
its side, bursting in our door, which had not been 
securely fastened, completely enveloping us with 
cold sea water, turning our berths into bathing tubs 
filled full of water, which gradually dripped onto 
the floor and was swept away by a deck watchman. 
We lay so sufferingly sick that we scarce could move, 
all of the way till smoothly sailing in San Francisco 
Bay, where we arrived in early morning, after two 
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days and nights of that stormy sea travel — that 
sickened the sailors, Captain and passengers — every- 
body on board, our passage being so rough. 

January 23d, at the morning hour of six o'clock, 
I experienced a great change in my usual feelings 
with regard to early rising, and rejoicingly left my 
bed and hastened away from the ship to the house 
of a friend, with an appetite for coffee and a home- 
made breakfast never more really appreciated than 
after my sea voyage fast. I was warmly and 
very comfortably housed again, with a motherly 
woman — an exceptionably kind friend to either 
poverty or wealth — residing, too, in San Francisco, 
a place, usually estimated as a city of general cor- 
ruption, containing a mass of people dealing only in 
vice, void of virtue and manliness, excelling all cities 
in every evil doing. 

"Did you ever canvass in San Francisco?" was a 
question asked me repeatedly through the country 
by various virtuous people, who were cognizant of 
the total depravity existing in the great cosmopoli- 
tan home — California's chief maofnet of attraction — 
and coiner of the root of all evil, called money, that 
king ruling maker and saver and destroyer of the 
human soul. 

"No I never did canvass there," was the response 
to the curious question, by which I saved my reputa- 
tion; for if I had replied otherwise I should have 
been lost entirely in any showing of respectability 
or character of virtue, to those ever suspecting 
people who seem to think that there is not the least 
protection or respection of womankind by man in 
San Francisco. 

I had never canvassed in the city, and never ex- 
pected to do so, when talking with those inquisitive 
people ; and when arriving there again, after a siege 
of sickness and book-selling, my nature demanded a 
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rest from both, for I was weakened beyond attempt- 
ing the work. And as my life was useless without 
health, except to trouble other people, I must try to 
regain it, so I could individually keep myself out of 
other people's way. And I recruited my health, but 
slowly, while my money flew away as with the 
wings of any other dove, and I sighed most deeply 
as I thought of the "society, friendship and love" I 
must soon taste again, which I could only find in 
some disagreeable manner without money to secure 
the smiles of those advantages longed for by the 
isolated "poor old Robinson Crusoe" — and many 
other beings who dwell in the midst of them. 




CHAPTER XXXVIII. 



[AVING naturally a retiring disposition and 
liking for home, I disliked the agency life, 
which was so foreign to my nature that I 
could never learn to like it, though I knew 
I could find no other employment which would af- 
ford me as much independence and be as remuner- 
ative. Yet I always shrank away from the occu- 
pation until seized with a fit of desperation — that 
spirit which drives people to the devil direct from a 
house of God. And as my money faded away, cast- 
ing its cold shadows backwards over myself and 
friends, I was necessitated to another battle with 
poverty and strangers; and not wanting nor feeling 
able to canvass, I hopefully advertised again for 
light work in a pleasant home. I also replied to all 
advertisements of kindly people offering friendly 
homes to the needy. And may the Lord save me 
and protect me for evermore in this world, to the 
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end, from such homes and such inducements, ad- 
vanced too by Christian people, in a manner so nig- 
gardly that would beat on foot the entire Jew race 
with a Jarrett & Palmer express movement, in acts 
of exhibiting small things and meanness. 

Failing at last in my advertisement calling, I re- 
sorted then to another labor-giving bureau, the em- 
ployment office proper that ever opened sitting-room 
for pauperism and slave traffic. I went to Hansen's 
female department, then on Clay Street, or rather I 
went down Clay Street and looked at the serfs in 
Hansen's pen through the door as I passed along by 
them. One glance was sufficient to shrink me away 
from the place. I walked on and completely around 
the block, then passed the door again with a more 
extended gaze; but it still appeared uninviting, and 
I repeated the same excursion, while working up a 
determined power, with strength to master my sen- 
sitiveness, which was finally conquered on the sec- 
ond march round. I entered the human market, 
assuming all its rights and privileges granted the 
other cattle, that is to retire into a rear apartment 
and sit and wait, providing there is a seat to be got- 
ten;, if not, there is an alternative, that is to stand 
and wait till an employer comes and is seated in a 
front reception room privately, where he or she de- 
mands an exhibition and examination of the stock 
in corral, when the overseer trots them out — each 
animal separately and alone — until a choice is made 
of the beast in question, who have to pay the trader 
for the master or mistress buying them. Ye gods, 
what a showing of woman ifie 1 from extreme old 
age down to little girlhood, huddled in a small, dark 
back room, waiting for heaven knows what ! But 
Christian, please take note, there are no Jews in the 
pen — a pen filled with various other nations, but 
with an even balance of Americans, many of whom 
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have been delicately born and raised, and even cul- 
tured with all advantages that money could buy on 
the free, boasting shores of America, where count- 
less lives of its liberty-born and loving sons have 
fought, bled and died for a deed of manumission; 
whose own mothers, wives, sisters and daughters 
can be seen daily crowded in those serf-holding 
pens, that would defy any pen to portray the wretch- 
edness collected there. And receiving no call to ex- 
hibit my working qualifications, I sadly departed into 
purer air in the sun-shining atmosphere, invigorated 
by the sea-blowing breezes that fanned my heated 
brow coolly and more sensibly into freedom again, 
and I enjoyed to the very uttermost of my enjoyable 
capacity, from that late association with a sickening 
deal in slavery, as cruelly bidding a separation of 
families as ever could have transpired from any 
slave-selling auction in the mutilated South. 

And now, ladies, I will bid you a final good-bye, 
ere I lose my last shadow of virtue, and thus save 
you the trouble of saying it to me. Having viewed 
the intelligence office, which refused me my last hope 
of satisfactory respectability, I did as many a poor, 
weak wretch has done — lost myself in depravity, by 
doing the brazen-faced business in paths so vile that 
the holy water of saints never could cleanse me from 
my last complete fall into that hot-bed of corruption. 

March 15, 1878, after a terrible conflict with sen- 
sitive feeling, I elevated my courage to a guiding 
spirit once more, and went boldly down to Post 
Street, to Keller & Co., and accepted an agency of 
the *'Sazerac Lying Club" a small book published 
by that firm. They gave me the prospectus, and for 
territory to act upon, what they designated as the 
cremede lisot the city — California and Montgomery 
Streets. I carried my book home, intending to start 
on Monday ia my desperate field of action. But 
20 
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Monday I found to be St. Patricks* Day, which my 
friends thought to be unpropitious for business, and 
I inwardly blessed St. Patrick for banishing the 
reptiles from that old sea gem — Ireland, and his 
extreme goodness generally, but mostly for my one 
more day of retirement, and I settled quietly down, 
decorated in my mind with that emblematic green 
— the color of Hope. 

Tuesday, the 19th, I went in the morning to 
Market Street, where I began my work on California 
by going into a wholesale establishment, and shak- 
ing with perfect dread, expecting to be immediately 
wholesaled without ceremony into the street, or 
most any other treatment than a courteous and kind 
greeting from the gentlemen there, who gave me as 
much attention, and more really than I obtained 
from many men in the virtuous villages, and of an 
entirely respectful nature. They did not subscribe 
for my book, but treated me with kindly words, 
which cost them nothing, but proved a world of good 
to me. One gentleman promised to buy one when I 
delivered the books — a promise that he indeed ful- 
filled — and through their real kindness my fear de- 
serted me ; and I went to the next store feeling quite 
myself again, and received two subscribers. And so 
I continued soliciting until the whistles blew for 
twelve o'clock, when I went home with seven sub- 
stantial signatures, where I remained happy and 
satisfied with my work until the next day, feeling 
really too weak- to go out more than one-half of a 
day to be on my feet all the time. But I could not 
live without money, as I told one gentleman among 
a party of several others, who said to me: 

" It is hard work living without money, isn't it ?" 

" Yes sir, it is. I have been trying to do so for 

the last month, and had about deluded myself into 

the idea that I could continue right along in my way ; 
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but I failed to make the lady I was boarding with 
think so, and was thereby compelled to try and 
obtain some to gratify the whim of that very par- 
ticular woman." 

"Well," he said, " if that is the case I guess I shall 
have to take one of your books and help you satisfy 
the old lady, who must be very peculiar, very peculiar 
indeed. I will give you the money for the book 
now, and you can leave it here for me, as I may not 
see you again." 

That money was a godsend surely to me, as I had 
just two bits left, which I would be obliged to soon 
spend for car tickets. I was also paid in advance 
by another gentleman in another office, and was 
treated everywhere so kindly that I grew in love 
with mankind more than ever, especially the man 
part of it, for, like " Fanny Fern," I was *' constitu- 
tionally afraid of women " and could not love them 
anyhow ; and agreeable to an old saying that a person 
must have something to love, my object consisted of 
men, as men. 

With the ice entirely broken, I canvassed Cali- 
fornia Street, up one side and down the other, just as 
freely and easily, excepting the stairs I had to ascend 
every day, a.*^ in any town I ever solicited through 
in the country, notwithstanding the great display of 
depravity in city life. People are human wherever 
they exist, having the same desireis — as virtuous in 
the city as in the boastful villages. 

I felt considerably plagued in a broker's office one 
* day, where there were two gentlemen, one of whom 
was actively talking stocks to a lady, who seemed to 
think that the innocent broker had gotten the better 
of her some how, which doubtless annoyed the poor 
struggling man sufficiently without an additional 
lot, through so aggravating a pest as myself. I 
realized the situation and respectfully refused to dis- 
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turbhim, but acWressed quietly the other gentleman, 
who was standing alone at a desk; he treated me 
kindl}'-, looked through the book, saying as he did 
so that he could not buy one, and did not think his 
partner would either. So I took my departure and 
. was about to close the door after me,* when the 
troubled gentleman asked: 

" What is it the lady wishes ? " 

I stepped back again, saying " I have a book, sir, 
I wanted to show you, but seeing you were engaged 
I would not interrupt you." 

" Oh, yes, well," he replied with as much sarcasm 
as could be expressed in the same amount of words, 
" we are not feeling as well as we did!" 

I felt a fresh action of blood tingling in my face, 
and turned quickly, saying, '* I am very sorry, sir, 1 
sincerely hope you will recover." I passed out in 
not a very pleasing mood, to meet with another 
reception further along, that I could not forget very 
soon either. It was also in a broker's office, where 
there were two large sensuous-looking men, both of 
whom had reached their fortieth year, that philosophi- 
cal time of life designated as " the youth of old age 
and the age of youth," there was also a young man 
book-keeper in a separate apartment back of the two 
men, who were taking decided comfort in a luxuri- 
ously furnished room, leaning back in their easy 
chairs, when I appeared before them, interrupting a 
delicious mutual smoking seance. One of them 
condescendingly removed his after-dinner favorite, 
and asked me what kind of a book I was represent- 
ing. I replied that it was simply a humorous work, 
intended for amusement. 

" Oh, well," he said, " it isn't the kind of amuse- 
ment I like ; I want my recreating time engaged 
only with pretty women and horses." 

*' Then you will not subscribe, I see," 
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** No, it is not the kind I like," and he looked 
knowingly at his friend or partner, and insinuat- 
ingly at me. I asked him then if he would be kind 
enough to allow me the privilege of speaking to his 
book-keeper. 

" Oh, yes, I suppose so." 

I went to the young man — who wrote me his 
name, saying: 

" I always will help a woman, if I can possibly do 
so, when they are soliciting for their support; as I 
think of my own mother and sisters and fancy them 
out among strangers, which makes me shudder to 
see a girl or woman canvassing; but having to work, 
I suppose they have not much choice." 

. " Returning again on my way out of the rooms, I 
thought I would try those diamond jewelled forms 
once more, who seemed bloated with luxury as they 
sat gloating upon me, while I said to them: "Your 
book-keeper has given me an order, gentlemen, will 
you not also favor me ? You can afford to do so, 
can you not ?" 

** Certainly we can afford it, but I tell you that it 
is not the kind of amusement we like.*' 

** I am sorry I have not got the kind you want, 
sir," I said, and turned to go, when he arose, saying: 

"Stop a moment, please; wouldn't you like to 
have a glass of good whisky ?" 

"No, thank you; I am very much obliged to you, 
sir, but * it is not the kind of amusement I like.' 
You have refused a trifling sum towards helping to 
keep me respectable and good, whereas your dollars 
would be cast freely and uncounted, could you suc- 
ceed in making me, sir, disreputable and bad. I 
cannot find words sufficiently justifiable to express 
the utter contempt I feel for you and many others I 
have seen like you ;" and I made my bow and re- 
tired, with ray love for man decidedly on the wane. 



310 Facts: By a Woman. 

And fighting back tears that seemed bent to flow, I 
departed from his gaze, considering him and all of his 
sex combined, the lowest animals in existence, until 
I met the gentlemanly proprietor of the next office. 
He treated me so nicely that my love came back 
again, and I really felt ashamed of myself to think I 
had been so foolish as to pay any attention to the 
swine-relative I had just left, who was in no way 
worthy of the title of man. 

I received a lesson in the art of observation one 
day, as I stood at a stair-landing in the doorway of 
a very high building. I was quite wearied from the 
ascension of stairs, and it gave me no pleasure to 
see that long flight of steps which I must go up to 
reach the offices. And while I was thus standing, 
dreading the tiresome task, there was a gentleman 
rushed into a sort of wire arrangement I noticed at 
my near right, where there was a small boy in- 
closed and apparently examining the concern, of 
which I felt no interest until I saw both boy and 
man gracefully ascending, in full form erect, in that 
wire cage so lightly bearing them to my coveted 
place above. I had been more than once advised to 
use the elevators instead of the murderous steps, and 
had always done so when I was given the opportunity 
until that time, but it was so entirely different from 
any I had seen before, that I never was more sur- 
prised than when I saw the cage go up. If I had 
been a man I should have used aloud some expres- 
sive words suitable to the occasion; but being a 
woman, I only thought them, while I never felt 
more supremely foolish, and, as the accommodating 
stair-reliever refused to come down again, I ascended 
the stairs, feeling that steps were really too much of 
an accommodation for such an idiot as I. And yet 
I smiled while doing that laborious ascension, as I 
thought what a lovely companion piece I would 
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make for a city-bred lady of my acquaintance, to 
whom I had been relating some of my adventures 
with rattlesnakes during a summer sojourn in the 
mountains, where those creatures of warning came 
very familiarly and frequently underneath and 
around our cabin, and would willingly have called 
for lodgment inside of the attractive building, had 
we not objected to such an extent that the recon- 
noitering warners of danger were either compelled 
to do a lively retreat or battle, which we always won 
with a trophy — that woman friend and I. But, as 
it is facts I am doing here, I must say that my 
mountain comrade did the battling, while I looked on 
with applause and received the souvenir, which she 
always seized from the poor antagonistic reptile — its 
one little rattling gun — bearing her spoil aloft 
with an exulting spirit equal to any of her kindred 
savages dancing o'er ye pale-faced scalp. A 
renowned relic of triumph is the rattlesnake's rat- 
tle, one of which I was showing and detailing the 
circumstances relative to the being from which it 
had been torn, as also the scene of action, when 
the lady friend, whom I was so very interestingly 
charming with my snake history and rattles, most 
excitedly exclaimed: "Oh my, you don't tell me! 
and which part of the head do they grow on?" Af- 
ter an appreciative breathing spell I informed her 
truly where the rattles grow. 

One day when I was standing in an office wait- 
ing for the proprietor to finish a business conversa- 
tion be was engaged in with another gentleman, I 
was greeted with this scene: The first character 
was a man book agent, who abruptly interrupted 
the gentlemen, both of whom refused attention, and 
he unsuccessfully departed ; soon after a small boy 
hailed them to buy envelope packages, also without 
success, and he too disappeared; then a crippled man 
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came irresiatibly before them soliciting alms, receiving 
two bit» from each man; be took his departure, 
giving way to a little girl, who looked at them 
pleadingly with perfumery to Bel], while relating a 
sad story of a sick mother and poverty ; she then 
faded from view, with four bits from each of the 
worried speakers, whom I sympathetically left, 
without introducing my troublesome want. 



CHAPTER SSXIX. 



AT is the nature of this wonderful " Saz- 
irac Lying Club" you are trying to delude 
ve ignoramuses into, anyhow?" Is it the 
name of that book you have, or a society 
gathering for which you are soliciting members?" 
The foregoing qu&stions were advanced to me by 
one of three gentlemen to whom I was introducing 
that mysteriously titled book. " It is simply a his- 
tory, gentlemen," I said, " of an intellectual and 
humorous club existing in the State of Nevada, and 
composed entirely of picked men, who perform in 
company, exhibiting a most scientific system of 
elongating truth, each member present giving indi- 
vidually a dispensation of his own ideas and prac- 
tically illustrating any new proposition relative to 
their gospel like diversion. This book faithfully 
records the vai'ious sentiments of those deeply stud- 
ied and very expressive speakers, which of course 
creates much amusement besides affording valuable 
instruction in the necessary art of lying — a cere- 
mony to which we are all more or less subjected; 
and being so, we should endeavor to understand 
the science thoroughly, to be prepared for tlie many 
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unexpected meetings in which we are called upon 
to speak while traveling through our Christian life. 
And this book you will find, gentlemen, an invalua- 
ble guide, a perfect school, as it were, in itself, teach- 
ing all the latest improved modes, with a collection 
of illustrations and truthfully explained examples of 
the most artistic lies, so plainly portrayed that you 
will have no difficulty in solving their teachings." 

" Well if that book teaches a lie as smoothly as 
the one you have just been telling us, I shall cer- 
tainly take one ; for as long as a person must lie, 
we might as well learn to do it systematically and 
according to law, as to be exposing ourselves to 
trouble by illegally performing the art which is, as 
you say, an indispensable duty with us all. Yes, I 
will take a copy, as I feel the need of its instruction, 
and its a terrible thing for a man to go along 
through life without education, and especially in 
this branch which you are so ably representing. 
Strange. I never knew lying to be a science before. 
By George, how stupid I have been ! Lying is the 
art in which lawyers excel, no wonder they beat us ; 
bring me a book without fail. 

I met with a very pleasurable greeting by a bro- 
ker, in his office with several other men. Seeing that 
he was busy when I came to the door, I should have 
gone away immediately, but he beckoned me to 
him. I acknowledged his bidding, and was soon by 
his side, when he said to me: 

'*Is there anything I can do for you now?" 

"I have only a book I wanted to show you, 
sir, but I see you are engaged and I will not trouble 
you," I replied, expecting as I did so, to receive 
some sort of rebuff, but he very kindly invited me 
to take a seat, saying : 

" I will be through here in a short time, when I 
will examine the book." 
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I sat down as directed, and was interesting my- 
self with a newspaper, when a man came into the 
room having a roll of something under one arm, 
and whom the gentlemanly proprietor addressed 
loudly from his desk, saying: "Don*t want any 
maps!" 

Another tormenting agent, and I wished either 
he or myself were in Guinea, or any other place, 
when the map man replied : 

" I have a map of Bodie, sir, and " — 

" Don't care a damn if you have !" retorted the 
broker. 

" Well, I thought you might have an interest in 
the mines up there — and — " 

" No I haven't, good God, and I don't want any ! 
Don't want any maps I tell you !" 

I felt the blood hotly surging in my face, which 
I hid from view of some snickering men by the 
very accommodating paper I was 'reading, while I 
wondered what kind of a ceremony that very ex- 
pressive broker had in store for me. And was 
most agreeably surprised when he sat down beside 
me with true lamb-like gentleness, just as fully 
graced with gentility as if he had never uttered a 
cuss word; and in silvery accents he sweetly said: 

" I will look at the book now, please." 

After a hasty glance through its pages he paused 
at the order list, and added his name to the same, 
and said : " I do not want this book, but it does not 
cost much, and I am taking it only to help you. Of 
all unpleasing objects in this world to me the most 
pitiable is that of a woman struggling for a liveli- 
hood. I declare, madam, when I see how some wo- 
men are turned out in this world, I do think that 
rather than see a friend or relative woman or girl 
of mine seeking charity from the world, I would 
take a pistol and shoot dead either she or myself, 
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and save one of us from such a scene of trouble; in 
fact I think I would be doing a most charitable 
act to kill the woman direct, if I could give her no 
other protection from the cold outside world, teem- 
ing with selfishness and temptation. Ye gods! I 
blush to think that men, men born of woman, will 
stand coldly by and allow such scenes, even among 
their own kindred, as I frequently see them. And 
what for, simply to gratify the accursed, miserly, 
sensuous appetite of man, that fats and gloats on 
the frailty of woman — a truth you must observe — 
and which I am ashamed to own, being a man my- 
self. But such is life, that God made and gave us, 
and which we must endure until death. 

In another ofiice I was respectfully greeted by the 
proprietor of the place, who invited me to be seated 
until through with a lady caller, with whom he 
was conversing in a room adjoining, and although 
in 8oto voce, their words, being perfectly articulated, 
came very distinctly to my hearing, and thus I was 
a listener to another troubled woman, who said : 

" No, Frank, you are not the friend to me you 
have been pretending to be; I have been waiting 
patiently so long, trusting your promises and vows, 
till my heart does naught but ache with hope so 
long deferred. You know what my life is, what 
it has been since my parents died, leaving me with- 
out a home. And now you accuse me with im- 
patience; but, alas! you are right; I have no pa- 
tience — a virtue you have entirely destroyed, or 
worn it so entirely threadbare that I scarcely pos- 
sess a shadow of its former self. We have been 
engaged three years, Frank, and during that time 
I have suffered, God only knows how much, through 
a life you know nothing about, not having had my 
experience. You have a business, Frank, that clears 
you from board at least $100 per month, through an 
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application of time consisting of from four to six 
hours each day; you are then liberated and freed to 
go and come as you please, without the obligation of 
making and mending your clothes, or cursed with 
even a thought of either — ^free as the child that 
plays. And yet you twit me with impatience ; I 
who must be up at six, and often before, and work 
laboriously until after nightfall, when I must amuse 
children, only to be abused by them, till nature 
finally relieves me as sleep calls them to bed. Then 
I must sit and watch over them, denied the privi- 
lege of a light sufficiently bright to cast a shadow 
in the room, as it would disturb the sleeping eyes of 
my sleepers in charge, whom I dare not trust from 
sight, till, overcome with weariness, I retire in a bed 
beside them and sleep myself, providing they don't 
call for drinks, or something to keep me moving. 
It is a beautiful home, you say, and a most charita- 
ble family. You are correct ; the home is a palace, 
viewed from without and within, with a showing of 
hospitality and generosity that is admirable for the 
public to behold. But there is economy in the bo- 
som of wealth, no matter how freely spending; and 
economy, Frank, is a curious vein freakishly grown 
in every human form, from which croppings are 
cast streaked with most freakishness, in the wealth- 
iest mine. And these people, with whom you tell 
me I have such a desirable home, are beings simply ca- 
tering to the whims of society, who give thousands 
of dollars for one single entertainment, while be- 
grudging and refusing their servants the common 
necessity of a light at night, and complaining, like- 
wise, of the food they eat. This lady, who is con- 
sidered a model of charity, counts each spool of 
thread as she deals them to me, with her name dis- 
tinctly penciled round the brim of each one, which 
she gives me with a conspicuous air, plainly sug- 
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gesting these words: 'Now steal it if you dare/ 
This lady's ciiildren are instructed to watch the 
servants* movements, and inspect their trunks and 
boxes, if an opportunity offers, so afraid is she of 
thieves. This lady, so richly beautiful in her luxu- 
rious drapery and jewels, coldly comes to me at the 
end of each month with a twenty-dollar gold-piece, 
as if she were doing me the mightiest favor, 1 who 
watch over her children, working almost day and 
night, slaving and doing my utmost to please her, 
while she looks at me as if I were a verified thief. 
Frank, I am tired of this — I must have money, 'tis 
true, as not any of us can live without it; but I 
want a home, too — a home where I can be treated 
as if I had a soul; and if you had one sentiment of 
true love for me you would not see me engaged in 
such a serfish life. I never could tell or show you 
the insulting meanness daily practiced upon me. 
You are supremely selfish, Frank, and I will give 
you back your ring and relieve you of the ghostly 
idea of having to support a wife, which seems your 
daily terror." 

I waited no more, having no desire to see again 
the man who had seated me there. I went away 
inwardly canvassing mankind generally, especially 
the woman part, or rather that portion termed lady, 
one specimen of which I had met through a mag- 
nanimous home offering I had sought anxiously to 
accept, according to advertisement. I found the 
place, agreeable to promise, located beautifully on a 
very desirable part, though not the very nobbi&«it, 
of '* Nob Hill." The lady, of course, was gracious — 
most winning with suavity and smiles — as she 
charmingly led me through room after room in her 
luxurious home. Her family being small, consisting 
of three grown people, she kept only two regular ser- 
vants — ^a cook and chamber girl, But still she was 
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not happy, as she really needed some one else, some 
person who would be companionable, and who could 
repair her dresses, read for her, and dress her hair, 
and aasist her when she indulged in a bath, which 
was every morning when she would lise, with vari- 
ous other duties too trifling to mention. She was 
delighted with my appearance, and thought I would 
just suit her» if I could give her a good recommen- 
dation from my late place of service. And if I chose, 
I could have the privilege of sleeping home nights, 
provided I had one, which she would really prefer 
I should do, as she had no very small room to give 
me; though supposed that I could have one of the 
large back rooms, as they were not quite as choice 
of those, because the sun did not warm them, and 
her friends always preferred the others on account of 
the sun. She was so very lonely with only her 
husband and son, who were away all day, and she 
would willingly give six dollars per month to any 
genteel young lady or woman who would like the 
pleasure of a nice, aristocratic home. 

She smiled sweetly but not wisely, with her penu- 
rious offering for help, which she said " seemed such 
a hard matter to get." And no wonder! What 
woman, possessing common sense or reason at all, 
would cater to such a creature as that ? Surely not 
any, if she could find a respectable hole in the ground 
to deposit herself freely elsewhere. This economiz- 
ing on servants is one idea of saving that amounts 
to a monomania with the average creature — yclept 
lady. Ladies who loll in idleness, silks and velvets, 
fatted on the fats of the land ; ladies who spend most 
lavishly money for public show, will practice an 
inhuman system of economy, with a fiendish delight, 
bragging privately to each other in braggadocio ex- 
ultation, if they are ahead on cheap labor secured 
in any way for their benefit. Ladies whose brows 
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are meekly clad and shown through the Christian 
light of holiness, whose words are smoothly studied, 
cut and .measured, formed purely from mistake or 
blemish, oiled sweetly in religious perfection, and 
articulated with grace and godliness, will arise from 
their heavenly devotions and proceed immediately in 
practicing a pickpenny business with, an arithmetical 
precision that can only be seen to be appreciated; for 
if any one bearing witness to the same should attempt 
an exact account of those ladies' private dealings 
the narrator would be considered as a being void of 
truth. 

Victor Hugo most truthfully asserts that "igno- 
miny thirsts for respect," and ladies should not forget 
that " like begets like ; " hatred, hatred ; and suspi- 
cion, suspicion; and if they desire good- will and work, 
even from the lowest of serfs, their will and work 
must be good correspondingly, as a soulless dog's 
actions are governed by its master's. 




CHAPTER XL. 

HROUGH inability to work steadily, I made 
a poor canvass of those two compact streets, 
going out usually one-half of a day and 
resting the other half; but considering my 
movements, I was very successful — averaging from 
three to nine orders each day I solicited. With 
many diversions from my own care and feelings, by 
witnessing those of others I would forget self so 
much that I continued my duties regardless of ill- 
health, buoyed by prosperity — that one sure safety 
sea that warrants the poorest sailor a warm recep- 
tion home. And it was thus I canvassed those 
** dreadful" men, some of whom would make me 
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laugh, others, sorry and cross; some appearing as 
gods, others again, as devils, according to their feel- 
ings when I approached them ; those in the roughest 
form changing often into models of gentleness when 
I least expected such a transformation. 

One scene comes to me here which I cannot for- 
get; it occurred, I suppose, in what is generally 
depicted as a "gambling hell," and one, too, of a 
very low order, as all the parties engaged were 
rough looking in the extreme, and began to express 
themselves in keeping with their looks when I ap- 
peared there among them. " Gentlemen," I said, I 
did not come here to disturb any of you. I am 
soliciting subscribers for the ' Sazerac Lying Club,' 
and am here only to give you an opportunity to pur- 
chase a copy, if you wish to do so; would you like to 
give me an order for the book gentlemen ?" 

" Gad, boys, she talks s'if she meant business," I 
heard a voice saying. " *Spose we git one from the 
gal. She looks kinder 'sthough she'd help a feller, 
too, whats down, if she could. Put up, boys, an' 
help the gal; she called us gentleiuen, gad ! now let's 
show her she's not mistookin ub. We as is gentle- 
men, come down wid yer stamps ! here's a stake for 
a starter — come down, boys, for the gal what calls 
yer gentlemen." And they did comedown, advanc- 
ing the full amount of money for a book. Verily, 
"ignominy thirsts for respect." A respectful pat 
upon the form of any dog will arouse a feeling of 
goodness, and not anything but respect commands 
respect, either in hovel or palace. 

In one of the very wealthy business blocks I re- 
ceived several book orders, beside my commission 
money from some of the gentlemen who did not 
want a book, and kindly insisted upon me taking a 
dollar instead. But there was one gentlemen . of 
wealth diverted me somewhs^t by refusing a book 
simply bwause, he said ; 
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" I do not want to patronize the publishers. You 
receive such a little benefit from the sale, and I 
really will not buy a book just to help parties who 
do not need assistance; a pity you are so illy 
favored." 

"True, sir — a pity it is, a pity it is; 'tis true 
my portion does seem small considering the work I 
do* but the little I do receive is all the world to me, 
doing a greater service perhaps than the larger share 
does the publishers." But with all his wealth he 
would neither buy a book, nor favor me with the 
little benefit he had so sympathized with me in re- 
ceiving. It is astonishing to see, sometimes, what 
little minds in great bodies grow. 

In one of the noted dry goods establishments on 
Montgomery Street I met with a reception quite 
unsavory to my fastidiousness; as I was going into 
the store a gentleman all in smiles stepped politely 
forward with the usual question: 

" What can I show you to-day ?" 

" Not anything, sir, I thank you, but" — 

" Oh, we don't want any books, don't want any 
books, don't come in please, don't come in !" he most 
excitedly said, as he noticed my prospectus. 

Have you got any heavy waterproof garments 
already made here, sir ?" I asked. 

" Oh yes, a great variety of the latest styles; walk 
right in, walk in please. Here, Charlie, show this 
lady to the cloak room." 

" No, thank you, sir ; I want to purchase one, but 
I will obey your first command, sir, and will not 
come in, please. Good-day, sir," and I left the 
gentlemanly gentleman as gently as my gentility 
would genteelly generate, which was not very gentle, 
for I felt crossly disposed during that departure. 

"Do you believe in honesty?" was a question 
asked me by a gentleman in an elegantly fitted busi- 
21 
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ness room of a large wholesale establishment located 
on one of those active moneyed streets. 

*' I do not believe in it as an individual life char- 
acteristic. Honesty is a garb too j ust for the most 
righteous man on earth to support during his entire 
earthly pilgrimage; it is a human dressing so easily 
soiled that every-day wear soon impoverishes the 
garment. And that is why, I suppose, the rich man 
discards it to the poor, who must bear it or sink im- 
mediately into perdition, until some fraudulent 
scheme hopefully presents itself to the honest labor- 
ing form, bidding him flee from his burdensome load 
and fling off his tattered cloak for a robe of golden 
casting, when, presto, gone is honesty." 

"Yes, you are right, it is most susceptible; al- 
though the king of human virtues, it will not do to 
bet on with any degree of safety. It is a freaky 
ruler, governing spasmodically both rich and poor. 
Honesty is simply a necessity with the poor, a right 
hand bower playing them into place ; and a conven- 
ience with the rich, the winning little joker for 
playing them out of place. Now, for instance, 
when 1 met you some time ago I gave you an order 
for this book, and can you tell me why I did so?" 

" I cannot, sir, unless it is because, as you said at 
the time, that j^ou wanted to help me." 

" Yes, I told you so, which was the truth ; I did 
want to help you, but I wanted also to help myself 
more. It is a game of honesty in which we are 
engaged, and I trust you will do your part now as 
faithfully as I am doing mine. You have brought 
this book to me, according to order, and here is your 
money for the same; and the book also, which I will 
return to you, as I do not want it. My wife is 
away from home, and I want a woman whom I can 
respect for companionship during her absence. I 
thought you would suit me and hence my subscrip- 
tion for tills book. Will' you accept the situation?" 
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"Although I feel complimented by the distinguished 
position you extend me, I have too much respect for 
your wife, sir, to assume the responsibility, and must 
respectfully decline. I thank you for your kindness 
in presenting me back this book, also for the money 
accompanying it, and shall remember you as a true 
representative of honesty, and a kindly friend. You 
have stated plainly your desire, free entirely from 
deception, thus giving me the privilege of a perfect 
understanding relative to your wants with me, and 
the satisfaction and opportunity of being my own 
guide, agreeable or otherwise, tOv your proposi- 
tion. You have given me a specimen of honesty, 
seeming indeed admirable, as I consider the count- 
less games of trickery and traps placed for me by 
men who would be highly insulted if refused the 
title of gentleman; men playing around in the char- 
acter of a friend; men pushing themselves in my 
way, doing petty services if chance favors their 
movements, and any small act showing a spirit of 
kindliness, that will give them a hold to work out 
their scheming design. Considering their treachery 
and trifling, all tending to the same motive, I do 
now believe in honesty, since you have represented 
it so perfectly, and you have my sincere respect." 

During^my book-selling in the city, I was haunt- 
ed daily by a man supporting the dignified title of 
Colonel, and the luxury of a finely showing office; 
ajso ^ gold mounted cane and flashing diamond 
yjewels. He was a man appearing in every way a 
gentleman agreeable to Webster's definition in the 
complete Unabridged Dictionary. "A man who 
is well bom and who is of good family ; one above 
the condition of a yoeraan; one of gentle or refined 
manners — a well-bred man — " was my grand and 
stately Colonel. He lost no opportunity to benefit 
me if he could, providing there was no money included 
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ia the service, that is, direct from his own pocket; 
yet there never was a man more willing to oblige 
me, or treat me through the means of others, and I 
received many book orders by following his instruct- 
ive guidance; but never a one from him with all his 
excessive sympathy for me, and friendship that I 
could not mistake. But he was a Colonel, and a 
gentleman and kindly remembered me, never fail- 
ing to greet me at some comer, unexpectedly with a 
friendly hand shake, and inquiries about my health 
and prosperity — an action I always appreciated, as I 
considered the great amount of time he was wasting 
and the trouble necessarily attending him to perform 
so many of those purely accidental meetings. But 
after two weeks of daily street receptions, his friend- 
liness for me increased to such an extent that he 
requested the pleasure of a call upon me at my 
home. I was not ashamed of my boarding-place, 
nor afraid to have anybody to call and see me there, 
and I willingly extended him the privilege, as I had 
done many others, whom I knew full well would 
not come, when they told me they would buy a book 
if they could see me in the evening or any time in my 
home, which I always begged of them to do, as I 
was boarding with a very pleasant private family 
— friends of mine — and I could give them a book 
there just as easily and with much less trouble 
indeed, than I could by bringing it to them. I 
invariably invite them to call, saying, " Our family 
consists of just four people — a gentleman and wife, a 
lady relative of theirs and myself; we always spend 
our evenings quietly at home ; playing whist, cassino 
or some game of cards ; but I can give you a book 
without very much disturbance, and should be really 
delighted to accommodate you. 

But they never came ; and although the gentle- 
manly Colonel had never mentioned buying a book, 
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I did not expect to receive a call from him, and was 
surprised indeed when I saw his noble form all 
resplendent before me in full dress, shiniiig like a 
meteor in our plain family circle, with those diamonds 
of his that always reminded me of eyes protruding 
from a snake in the grass, lying await to charm 
their chosen object into pleasure and happiness, or 
decoy it into sorrow, misery and death. And agree- 
able to the wise poet, who says, 

** That thou may'st injure no man — dove-like be, 
And serpent-like — that none may injure thee," 

I quietly went my way, playing a sort of game 
at "diamond cut diamond" with that exceeding 
quiet man, who could neither solve me nor I him. Yet 
he persisted in those meetings of friendship, which 
never in any way benefited either him or myself, 
except when I would receive a subscriber through 
his guidance to other parties. And considering the 
continued expressions of sympathy and good wishes 
for me by that watchful and all seeing eye of the 
charming Colonel,who had met me an entire stranger, 
and who realized the inconvenience of my poverty, 
as I the advantage of his wealth, which he kept so 
closely to himself that I could only think he had a 
miserly planned scheme or trap well set on the sly 
for me, and was quietly waiting like the cunning 
spider to catch his little fly. And I inwardly de- 
spised him, as I saw the base deceptiveness so deeply 
imbedded yet clearly perceptible in that very gen- 
tlemanly form. 

A strong man of position, bearing wealth and 
honor before an admiring people, who flattered him 
for his money, was that aristocratic gentleman, ap- 
pearing more contemptible to me than an actual 
acting pimp. A man of influence and money, sneak- 
ing and tracking a working woman from street to 
street, house to house, day after day, under the pre- 
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tense of friendship, which he uses as a decoy. What 
lower animal exists than that ? or what man more 
void of manliness? And yet those creatures are the 
gems of society, not only in San Francisco, but in 
every other place where socialism is found. 

Through those gentlemanly cobwebs of friend- 
ship most easily the poor dupe of a woman falls, 
without a shadow of warning from those boasting 
women trappers, who refuse them the least show of 
an honorable retreat. Verily " the heart is deceitful 
above all things; who can know it?" No one 
but God, surely, until the innocent victim is cruelly 
forced into its acquaintance by false dealing that is 
sure to tell in the end. 




CHAPTER XLI. 



OLTAIRE says: "The world abounds with 
wonders, and also victims; and in man is 
CS2 more wretchedness than in all other animals 
put together." A most correct expression of 
life, the truth of which I could every day see when 
viewing haggard men and women, and boys and 
girls, hidden away from sunshine, and many entirely 
from light of day, in dark workshops and places 
reeking with mold, hapless creatures most sickening 
to behold. In view of such scenes I wondered why 
the sun could shine, lighting half a world with 
warmth and brightness, the other half drooping 
coldly in darkness, side by side, beneath the same 
glowing orb; and why happiness could exist for one 
single moment in the heart of any human dwelling 
in the midst of such misery. But happine^ss is rare, 
and as often found in the darkest spots of earth, as 
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in those appearing the lightest, for there is more con- 
tentment housed in the barest walls of poverty than 
is sheltered in the halls of wealth, and more real 
happiness with the wearied creatures of work than 
with the favored people of ease, whose minds and 
bodies throughout the entire world are the chief 
source of want — want so whimsical and varied that 
nw;ither money nor human can satisfy. 

I do not want a book, madam, said a gentleman 
of extensive business and means, of whom I was 
soliciting, but I will tell you what I do want, 
and that is happiness; can you tell me where I can 
find it — if there is such a virtue on earth? I procure 
all the recipes I hear of for insuring it permanently, 
and constantly adhere to the rules; which apply 
well for a day or two, when my most carefully pre- 
pared plan proves the worst failure of all, and the 
last assured recipe no more of a success than the 
others. I have money, and a business flourishing in 
every way, but every day closes with a newly 
sprung care in connection with it. My home, 
although luxurious; is a well-spring of want that 
earth cannot supply, nor check the accursed flow 
thftt greets me daily when sojourning there. My 
wife is eternally wanting, and my children crying 
for more, verily I am a subject for pity, and my 
burdens more wearisome to bear than any pauper's 
on the street ; for a load that is begged is easily car- 
ried, and a beggar s portion mighty sure to be light. 
I will take one of your books, but as I tell you, I do 
not want it, though if you can put me on a road to 
happiness — one which you may have seen in your 
travels — ^this book will fill an aching void for me, as 
I trust it may amply accomplish for you. Can you 
direct me properly to the object I am seeking ?" 

" I would to heaven I could, sir, but I regret I 
have not dkcovered any perfected pathway leading 
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to it — that is to a permanent lodgment; and the only 
guidance I could give with any degree of safety for 
securing happiness on earth is not to seek it at all, 
but Tnake it at home if you have one. Be as tran- 
quil and hopeful as your surroundings will permit 
you, and ever sure to owe no man and pay every 
woman, and be your own proprietor. Also love and 
respect your children and God as the great poet says; 

" Happy the man who sees a God 
Employed in aU the good 
And ill that checker life !" 

Never search for happiness in any other than 
your own home, if you would escape disappointment; 
for it is simply a home-made article, served as each 
family dictates, according to its individual members, 
some of whom would not tolerate it even in the 
purest quality ; hence its rare serving in homes gen- 
erally. Happiness is a complicated dish, requiring 
the most skillful management in every household, 
no matter how well regulated, as each resident 
human must contribute a necessary portion of the 
requisite ingredients to form the fleeting treasure 
that flits as soon as made without a spirit of watch- 
fulness, almost superhuman; and I am afraid, sir, 
you will never find it as an earthly relic to keep, as 
you are desiring so to have, for it is too heavenly an 
attribute to be preserved in this life of bickering 
humanity." 

** I fear it is," he sighed. 

I was greeted with quite a social diversion by a 
company of five or six gentlemen who were idly sit- 
ting in an oflGlce, passing the happy hours away in a 
spirit of worldly indifference, seemingly all freed 
from care. One of them said to me: 

Subscribe for a book? oh yes, certainly, madam, 
we can do that; but I am like all my friends here, 
I have no money, and so you see we could not pay 
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you. We get our living on" and he stroked 

the side of his face very suggestively with one hand. 

I replied, " yes, I see — ' cheek ' — which I am try- 
ing to cultivate for a livelihood, too, but I am not as 
successful as you are, for I have got to have money 
also, or at least my landlady thinks so, which is con- 
stantly a drawback to me. If you cannot buy one 
of my books, perhaps you will give me a point on 
* cheek,' so I could live, like you, without money. It 
is the torment of my life, this fighting for a little 
money, which I am very tired of doii^g; a;nd if you 
will favor me, gentlem'en, with- the secret of your 
success, I shall be very truly obliged." 

" Well, I'll tell you, madam, said the same speaker 
in reply to me, " our management would not benefit 
you in the least, as you are an unfortunate woman, 
and women are too convenient to be housed for noth- 
ing, either by men or women. A woman must have 
money, or work her way through life. Man only 
can subsist by cheek, and dodge labor successfully ; 
be is neither a household drudge nor the bearer and 
watchful nurse of children. Woman is a failure, 
which you doubtless realize." 

" I do, most painfully, sir," I said. 

"In that case we will buy some of your books 
with borrowed money, which is the chief capital 
and trade of our existence. I tell you there is noth- 
ing Jike the cheek of man ; why your little cheek, 
woman, is a delicate form of modesty in comparison 
to the bold, rough cheek of man, which would 
face shame and beat the devil with his own orig- 
inal, characteristic cheeky example. I am sorry, 
indeed, madam, that we cannot relieve you of your 
troublesome landlady and that awful question of 
board money, but we will do what we can for your 
benefit, considering our advantage over you. 

In another office I found a similar company of 



330 Pacts: Bt a Woman. 

idly engaged men, apparently without worriment, 
who had formed a new " lying club, independent of 
the " Sazerac," which they all snubbed as a very in- 
ferior outfit, that could teach them nothing at all 
in the art. 

" I tell you," madam, said the speaker of the house, 
" we have a later improved method, although as yet 
in its infancy and unpublished, that excels any in- 
struction we could glean from that book, and which 
in fact would make the cheeks of its author, Mr. 
Hart, blush with yery shame at his own egotistical 
display of knowledge with regard to lying, which 
absolutely makes mine do, when I think that one of 
my own sex, yes one of my own sex ! who ought 
to know better, will set himself up for a teacher 
of something he knows nothing about. Why, gad, 
woman, lying is a study for philosophers — a science 
only mastered by the sages of old, those historical 
ancients whose lives are handed down to us in the 
characters of gods. Why the idea of Fred Hart as- 
suming any such responsibility is too absurd for a 
sane individual to mention. Fred H. Hart, a young 
country village newspaper editor, attempting to teach 
a grown man to lie ; why gad, woman, I'm ashamed 
of the boy ! Through what plea does he dare to 
thrust this imposition upon us?" 

" By the same apology of every author or author- 
ess who is cursed with imagination and a sickly 
vein of genius, those people who think that the 
world will surely be greatly informed, as well as 
entirely reformed, if either he or she can only suc- 
ceed in publishing their own wonderful ideas. And 
to give you a better understanding, gentlemen, of 
Mr. Hart's reasons for issuing this work, I will read 
you a selection from his preface, as given here in my 
prospectus: * Polite lying, as we all know, is a gen- 
tlemanly accomplishment, and is, moreover, when 
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successful, decidedly meritorious. It stimulates the 
mental faculties, varnishes unpleasant facts, pro- 
motes friendship and lubricates business. Besides, 
there is money in it, and that is sufficient to make 
it commendable, and surround it with a halo of re- 
spectability.* Can you improve upon those senti- 
ments, gentlemen, relative to the subject in question? 
If so, you should anyway procure a copy of this 
work and place it conspicuously in the library of 
your own superior club, as the real value of any 
genius or example of art can only be gleaned through 
comparison. Will you subscribe for the book, gen- 
tlemen ? " 

" I will put the subject before the house. The 
question under consideration, gentlemen, is, Shall 
we allow our purely perfected, prescribed and per- 
sonified mediums of spiritualistic embodied liars to 
be placed on a low level of competition with those 
insignificant country scrubs in Austin, a Nevada 
one-horse town ? All who are in favor of this in- 
sane project will signify their idiocy and readiness 
to be duped by rising and displaying their willing- 
ness in their fullest form of imposing grandeur, 
coolly and directly upon their mighty weak feet; 
all those sensibly inclined stalwarts, who are opposed 
to degrading our city-refined Montgomery Street 
society, will remain with manly dignity quietly in 
their now respectable seats. The question is adopted. 
You have gained your point, madam, to the ruina- 
tion of this heretofore rational and classic body. 
Are you satisfied ? " 

"Entirely, sir. Mr. President and gentlemen, I 
thank you for your very wise decision; you will 
now have in your company the two champion 
guides, schooled artistically for genuine scientific lies, 
to be used either as an ornamental accomplishment 
or matter-of-fact business, two great rivals — your 
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very worthily chosen President and the book I shall 
bring you. Your lying cannot be equaled with the 
talent you now represent." 

" Madam, there are times when the heart is too 
full for a proper expressive utterance through words, 
that are ever treacherous; but in return for the 
most gratifying compliment you have so justly 
awarded me, I can only say that if there were not 
at present existing one Mrs. President, I should cer- 
tainly tender you the elevated position over this dis- 
tinguished company. But as that honorable being 
has been most unfortunately elected I am compulso- 
rily compelled to simply beg of you to accept my 
very sincere thanks, with kindest wishes." 

"Thank you, sir; may your present impressive 
power accompany you through life, and the digni- 
fied members of this necessary educational board 
have no cause to regret the action of their very 
superior President. As I am to return again, I will 
not say * good-bye,' gentlemen, but the more hopeful 
salutation, au revoir" 

In a very ordinary business room I found a man 
seated at a table entirely alone, and with his back 
toward me, apparently suffering with severe dis- 
appointment, as he was slapping his head in quite 
an agonized manner with his very expressive hands, 
while in broken accents, through sighing tones, he 
wildly said: — 

" Oh ye brain, ye damn fool brain ! what for ye 
one leetle mind will so bilk ye great body ? Is ye 
brain ye de-vil, and ye body ye god ? Aye, be gar, 
ye brain is ye de-vil, and ye bod-y ye god ; and ye 
de-vil beats ye god. Oh ye body, ye damn fool 
bod-y, plays ye hell with ye brain; and ye bod-y 
and ye brain plays ye damn smash with ye fool 
man. Aye, be gar, ye life is one sell, one big damn 
farce ! Aye, aye, ye life is one fine farce, fine farce 1" 
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" And you are one of its very active actors," I 
thought, as I quietly departed, while he was com- 
bating with his brain lodgment for some knavery 
of the brains stored therein, causing his distressful 
distraction. 

I was very abruptly addressed by an elderly 
gentleman, sitting alone in his office, with the 
familiar question: — 

" Why don't you get married?" 

" Well, sir," I said, " I have been trying to con- 
summate that marital relationship for a long time, 
but I have given it up. Everybody, you know, 
marries for money now-a-days, and I haven't got 
any, and there is not an earthly chance for me." 
He looked reflectively at me for a moment, and 
sighingly exclaimed: — 

"You're right, by heaven; you have no show! 
Ye gods! 'tis maddening to note this eternal cry 
for money, both by man and woman. Why, damn 
me, one can't look inside of a newspaper without 
seeing that infernal want — for a lady or gentleman 
of means — object, matrimony. By heaven, its a 
wonder our dead grandsires and grandmothers don't 
arise in a grand body and whiplash such swine out 
of existence ; the cursed frauds !" 




CHAPTER XLII 



F you could bring me a book suitable to place 
in the hands of my family — a book of truth 
and wisdom — I would buy one from you, as 
I would like to assist you ; but a book teaching 
a system of lying, why, it is outrageous! I should 
think the publishers would be arrested for issuing 
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such a work. No, madam, I have no use for any 
such literature in my household." So said a very 
wise man in response to my book introduction. 

" I am soliciting orders for all kinds of books, sir, 
and here is a catalogue which contains a list of many 
valuable works that will just suit you. Will you 
examine it, please, and make a selection? I can 
bring you any one you may be pleased to order, and 
shall be glad, indeed, for your assistance;" was my 
response to the wary man who could not tolerate a 
work on lies. 

*' Well, really, we have now all the books we can 
make use of, as I have a very fine library, and all 
solid religious and classical works, such as I want my 
children to read, and I guess you will have to 
excuse me." 

" Certainly, sir, it is impossible to deny truth 
when it so plainly lies in a pure form. You said 
that if I could brin^a^ you a book of truth and wis- 
dom you would buy it, as you would like to assist 
me; and I can fully realize now that you have no 
use for any more literature in your well established 
and very complete household, as no practical guide, 
however proficient, could improve upon or instruct 
you further in the perfected art of lying than your 
solid religious and classical works that you already 
so fortunately possess. Verily your teaching has 
been thorough, and you are worthy of being ex- 
cused, as you need no other method ; " I said to the 
profound gentleman, and immediately departed, 
reflecting upon the great use of lies and what a pity 
that that man had so mistaken his calling, as he 
should.have been a teacher of lying, having so per- 
fectly graduated from the original masters. Truly 
the Emperor Napoleon expressed a truthful saying 
that ''education and histery are the two great 
enemies of true religion, thus disfigured by the 
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imperfections of men;" for what person of reason 
can respect a government of contradiction, and a 
body teeming with corruption ? 

** Of all the sap heads and blasted idiots existing 
in this life, the most profound is the average young 
biped called a society man. I suppose you have 
heard of people not having sense enough to last them 
over night? Well, madam, you have a tine representa- 
tive of that noted class right here, talking to you. Here 
I am, a mighty voter since last election, and hang me 
if any twelve-year old school girl can't bea* me 
from morning till night, and from night till morn- 
ing, the whole time round, in any act of good, com- 
mon sense ! I have sisters now, and I know it — why, 
hang me, if I didn't take a girl to the theater last 
night, and for oysters of course, afterwards, and 
spend my last bit of money putting on nonsensical 
airs — treating myself forcibly — just for the sake of 
appearance. I, a young man with a great mind of 
my own, beginning life, too, for myself, sat deliber- 
ately down and gave away my last piece of money 
for fresh Eastern oysters and champagne suitable 
for a capitalist; luxuries which nearly choked me 
while indulging in them, as I thought of the long 
walk I must take at midnight, alone, through dark- 
ened thoroughfares, and cold, to reach my own home, 
after depositing safely the girl I must leave behind 
me — ^also my last car tickets — safe from darkness 
and me. I, who think myself a man of sense, did 
actually perform that business transaction last night; 
spent all my money and walked home in the dark, a 
distance of two miles, just to show off and play gal- 
lant to a girl who would only laugh at me. Why, 
hang me, a young man is the very essence of idiocy, 
the quintessence of egotism and the pattern fool! 
Here I am to-day without a single cent of money to 
my name, owing to my insane extravagance, that 
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would make my sisters appear as perfect models of 
economy in comparison to me; girls, too, that are 
considered extravagant. Why, hang me, it's no 
wonder a young man can't get married; what does a 
girl want with a fellow without brains ? which is the 
normal condition of the majority of my kind — and 
without money, too. Why, there's my little sister. 
Cad, only nine years old, said to me the other day: 
* Hal, you'll be a poor-house man if you get old with- 
out money;' and hang me, the girl is right. Don't 
youHhmk so ?" 

" I do, most decidedly," 1 said, in response to the 
young man speaker, whom I found alone and feel- 
ing very much exercised over his own personal 
weakness, and an empty pocket. *' Your sister is 
indeed right; you will be a 'poor-houseman' sure 
if you 'get old without money;' and I think as you 
say, that your sisters are models of economy, and 
the majority of young girls, e'en though conspicuous 
objects of extravagance, are fair economical rep- 
resentatives in comparison to yourself and the 
average young man swelling society. But I must 
say that you are much more just in your estimate 
of young girls' sense and management than men 
generally are, either young or old. And I am glad 
to hear you give them credit for some reason and 
economy, which you do not possess in the least if 
you are like many young men I have seen, and 
heard boasting of their own individual expenses, 
especially about one particular portion of the very 
essential outfit constituting their important living — 
that is a cost of thirty dollars per month for cigars 
alone, independent of outside treats necessarily fol- 
lowing friendly associations, which form an extra 
bill for the fascinating young man. And yet these 
same spendthrift youths, who throw their money 
away gratifying a useless appetite with unnecessary 
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provision, will, almost without exception, accuse 
girls of being extravagant in the extreme; girls, 
who clothe themselves nicely with the same amount 
of money the gay young man spends for the grati- 
fication of foolish indulgences affording him no 
benefit. Girls that you see, sir, and think require 
a bank account of substantial bearing, yielding a 
heavy dividend to the fair form monthly, spend 
money consistently, and oftentimes but very little 
of it, in comparison to your lavish outlay, which 
avails you nothing. But the girls having a taste 
for dress economize in many unseen ways with 
regard to their own wardrobe, making over dresses, 
re-trimming hats and bonnets with a very little 
expense, keeping themselves looking nicely and 
well-dressed always, with money that you would 
expend without a relic to show that you ever pos- 
sessed or dispossessed yourself of the article money. 
And if you, young men, would be as really economi- 
cal as the average girls are, you could aftbrd to get 
married, and would live more happily and econom- 
ically, thereby saving yourself from being * a poor- 
house man when you get old;' for you would have 
money to keep you from that degrading bachelorism 
with which the poor-houses are so liberally stocked. 
Do you not think you can save yourself from the 
inevitable residence for age and poverty, if you 
try, sir?'' 

" I do, and I will ! I am and have been a fool, as 
my sisters tell me, and an ass, braying too lively 
and loudly for my ears and years — to endure a long- 
life pressure of the same depressive weight. I am 
disgusted with myself, and, hang me, I'll no more of 
it 1 I'll be a man yet before my mother, see if I don't." 

I was very abruptly addressed by a very wise 
man on the street, who paused when about to pass 
me, asking this question: 
22 
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« Well, can't you catch him ?" 

" Catch who, sir ?" I asked. 

"Your gentleman of means, madam," he replied. 

" No sir, I am not a lady of means, sir; I can't 
catch him." 

"You're correct madam; I am a deuced block- 
head!" 

" You are, sir," I said, and we passed along each 
on our separate way amid the bustling throng. 

"You will not do anything with that book, my 
dear; I do not want to discourage you, but I am an 
old canvasser, and I know ;" said one of my own 
noted kind to me on California Street. 

"I am not discouraged, at all, thank you," I re- 
plied, " as I have only been at work two weeks and 
have seventy good subscribers." 

She looked with astonishment adown my long list 
of names and remarked sorrowfully: "The Fates 
deal queerly, casting success and failure combined 
with every play in the game of life; how fortunate 
is success, and how accursed is failure, as won by 
mankind through hands of the gods, which I cannot 
think just" 

A dealing truly that does not seem just, I thought, 
as she despondently departed with her portion of 
fiailure, the knowledge of which proved an antidote 
for weariness in me, seeing her who was so much 
less favored. And thus I continued working, singu- 
larly successful, in the very midst of discouragement 
of countless disappointed agents out with books, and 
other general agents in wholesale departments, rep- 
resenting every sort of goods, thirsting for can- 
vassers to force them on the public. And all with 
the same cry and claim either that I could do noth- 
ing, or could make more money by selling their 
articles than I ever could realize from books. No 
matter if it were a jack-knife, door mat, sewing 
machine, piano, or bottle of squills; there would be 
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a sure fortune gleaned, with easy work and quick 
sales, through which ever article I might choose to 
carry. But, as usual, I proved contrary to all 
advice, except the poets — and "paddled my own 
canoe" with the faithful "Lying Club," that sup- 
ported so nicely its truthful representatives." 

"Ouida," philosophically says, "If everything 
died that is full of wretchedness, the world would 
soon have but a sparse peopling." A truth indeed, 
it seems to me, as I remember the woe and misery 
that greeted me every day, in every village or city 
of f)eople wherever I solicited. And when engaged 
in my occupation, I could but think of Rasselas the 
Prince of Abyssinia, who lived only to know the 
soft vicissitudes of pleasure and repose, and wander in 
the gardens of fragrance attended by all that were 
skillful to delight, and slept in the fortress of security 
in the " Happy Valley," from which he so unhappily 
fled, for the reason as he said, "to judge with mine 
own eyes of the various conditions* of men, and then 
to make deliberately my choice for life." And I 
thought, too, of the fatherly advice which the great 
Samuel Johnson, LL. D., caused an agent to admin- 
ister to that very discontented youth, Rasselas, who 
received the admonition as given in these words: 
"K you had seen the miseries of the world you 
would know how to value your present state." 

And I could fancy, too, that very wise, peaceful 
and luxuriously bred prince returning to the "Hap- 
py Valley" home again, a most thoroughly satisfied 
young man, with a complete distaste for the whole 
outside world — unless incapable of humane feeling. 
And I also thought that if ever I would be favored 
with a quiet, respectable retirement, and not ap- 
preciate the same, I ought to be shot right down on 
the spot, quite unto death, without other ceremony. 

And oftentimes since, when I see and hear women 
who are blessed with every comfort, and many lux- 
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uries beside, fretting, growling, and whining and 
fuming at every little trifle that greets them awry, 
to the constant annoyance of their otherwise happy 
home, I want to either kill them or start them out 
penniless, at the mercy of the world, which would 
be a greater punishment than death could afford, 
and would be one most properly served. Women 
who are mothers, the nain-stay and guide of chil- 
dren in their own home circle, that should be the 
embodiment of happiness, will drive almost to mad- 
ness every member of the family band by an in- 
veterate, ill-humored growl, which they cultivate 
with the highest degree of independence, those 
having nothing else to do, and which wonderful dis- 
play of action they gracefully attribute to nervous- 
ness! A delicate affection of bodily ailment that 
would be, and should be, mighty soon eradicated 
and sensibly knocked entirely out of their stagnated 
system, by a little healthful application of necessary 
employment, through the compulsory form of ad- 
versity severely commanding them to self-support. 
A man may be a chronic growler, as he often is, 
and destroy peace in the household during his as- 
sociation with it, yet, fortunately for the family, 
they do obtain some rest through his very frequent 
absence; but a woman growler makes the hottest 
bed of torment that human flesh can be heir to, 
either in this life or the next, with her grilling the 
whole time long. A growling man is simpl}'- devil- 
ish, but a woman growling is hellish ! and under all 
conditions of complaint and fault-finding she is su- 
periorly Satanic. " Mother Goose" chimes morally: 

*' There was an old woman who lived in a lane, 

Healthily and happily the live-long day, 
In a poor little hut, till a fortune there came, 

And drove all her health and happiness away. 
She moved in a mansion, 'mid servants and strife, 
Which kept her a growling and sick all her life. 
Old woman, old woman, beware, lackaday. 
Of mansions on earth that drive pleasure away. " 
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CHAPTER XLIII. 

N one of several offices located on the third 
floor of a large buildinfif, I found a man seated 
alone, leaning: his head wearilv and reflect- 
ively upon one hand and arm, raised and supported 
from the elbow resting on the back of a chair in 
which he was sitting, and where, without changing 
his position, he invited me to a seat and asted me 
this question: 

" Do you believe in Spiritualism ?" 
" I do not believe in anything, sir," I said, "except 
those things I see and hear so plainly demonstrated 
to my eyes and ears that I cannot help believing. 
Spiritualism is something I know nothing about, in 
the sense to which I suppose you refer — that is, this 
meaning as given by Webster: 'A belief in the fre- 
quent communication of intelligence from the world 
of spiiits by means of physical phenomena, commonly 
manifested through a person of special susceptibility 
called a medium spiritism.' I have not as yet seen 
any manifestations and exhibitions of spirit power 
sufficient to convince me of proof positive that a dis- 
embodied soul can return to this earth again, either 
in spirit or body form, having once departed ; unless 
through the maternal source, as represented by a 
gentleman of color, who was very wisely and actively 
explaining his theory regarding the movements of 
spirits to a company of similar sabled beings, that 
were clouding with their dark forms and shadows — 
a table, which they closely encircled in a well estab- 
lished barber shop while I was exhibiting my books 
to the proprietor, and where I heard this spirit ques- 
tion expounded most edifyingly as follows: 
'Which am de boss mediums, Mr. Wilson?' 
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' Why de materializin* bodies, of course, Mr. 
Carter.' 

* Yes, sah; dem is de introducers ob all de earth- 
returnin' spirits, but who am de bosses ob de mater- 
ializing business, can you favor us wid de solvin' ob 
dat mystery, Mr. Wilson?' 

'Why dey am de mothers ob our children, Mr. 
Carter, ob course !' 

' Correct again, Mr. Wilson, you'm de head ob de 
class, sah. Dey am de mediums what produces de 
spirit in de genuine body, widout swindlin' de public, 
for dey place de perfected form right into de arms 
ob de people, so de mystified folks can all see jest 
how it is demselves; an' seein', Mr. Wilson, is 
believin',sah.' " 

" The senses of hearing and seeing, madam, are 
undoubtedly satisfactory towards real convincement, 
but it seems to me that the sense of feeling is the 
only perfect guide to the subject, belief. And for 
an illustration now, you know we hear and see many 
objects that are varied in the extreme, those giving 
pleasure and pain, excitement and serenity, all of 
which we may observe outwardly, as presented in 
other forms by both our eyes and ears, yet with the 
purest sense of indifference to their actual effective 
powers, until they strike home to the sensitive organ- 
ization of our own personal feelings, which do -not 
belie when any action touches the individual nerve 
that is acutely awake to the fullest perception. And 
contrary to the very wise doctrine of seeing for be- 
lief, I sometimes think I cannot believe anything I 
see, and fancy I am laboring under a visionary 
dream, from which I awake only through the sense 
of feeling. And yet — oh that word, as Owen Mere- 
dith says, Ah, that yet! fatal word ! 'tis the moral of 
all that is thought and felt, seen or done. And fur- 
thermore I believe with him, that 'mankind is the 
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sport of invisible powers/ and that we are constantly 
governed by a controlling guide that directs and 
moves us entirely at will, even against our very 
strongest determination, forcing us into unexpected 
actions and ways, irresistibly and most surprising to 
ourselves. As we are oftentimes forced back from 
a studied and well-planned movement, without anj^ 
visible obstruction to intercept or delay our project, 
which would be in every way to our advantage and 
prosperity should we complete our scheme, and yet 
we pause, through a secret agency that bids us halt 
and proceed no further with our most cherished 
design, and with an iron will that holds us beyond 
resistance. And no matter how good or bad our 
motives, they are deterred the same by a more pow- 
erful agency than our own weak minds, which are 
made but for controUment of both the good and the 
ill, as Byron says: 

The serpent of the field, by art 
And spells, is won from harming; 

But that which coils around the heart 
Oh, who hath power of charming? 

"No, madam, seeing is not believing, as sight is 
impervious to lights and shades which the quicken- 
ing power of feeling alone can penetrate, and feeling 
is the chief master of all our body senses — ^without 
it we are cold as the coldest rock. You may say 
that we are creatures of circumstances — ^subject to 
our own living kind, with whom we deal and asso- 
ciate, and are guided according to human dictation 
only — as they arise accidentally or purposely in our 
way. But it is not so, at least not in my case, I 
know, as I am frequently held back from my own 
desires, which are simply waiting for me to grasp 
without any prevention whatever, except that mys- 
terious power bidding me sternly inwardly to resist 
reception of the very object I coveted, and vhich 
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I refuse by an unseen motive that is generally 
termed premonition. But what is premonishment 
except previous warning, and who are the pi*e- 
monitors that so strangely warn us in this mys- 
terious manner ? If not spirits from another world, 
what are they ?" 

"Echo — that foolish nymph who pined away 
for unrequited love till nothing was left but her 
voice — answers your question here, sir, for I can- 
not,'* I said, and left him sitting still in the same 
weary and reflecting mood, puzzling his active 
brain with those insoluble mysteries which ruinates 
reason in every mind that studies to solve them. 

But the good Lord would, have to raise up his 
star-spangled skylight and build an addition to this 
terrafirToa lot and exhibiting inclosure of our great 
theatrical world, to aflFord room enough for a chrono- 
logical work containing all the doings of life worth 
chronicling, even in those two respective streets — 
California and Montgomery — ^in the city of San 
Francisco. And no human power alone could chron- 
icle the varied scenes justly that are daily enacted 
there. And after two months of active skirmishing 
in those two destructive broadways, with an army 
of depraving men, I did, like "Rip Van Winkle," 
swear off again, and resolved to do no more book 
selling. I had become not only wearied of seeing 
people, but weakened in strength, through worry 
and work, to such an extent that I could not de- 
liverall the books to my subscribers, and gave very 
gladly the remaining orders to another woman 
agent, who accepted and filled them for me. I was 
so completely exhausted with my last delivery trial 
that when I returned home I assumed immediately 
a corpse-like position on the lounge in my room, 
and wished that I could die and be entirely a soulless 
body — ^a wish that I freely indulged when there 
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was no prospect for its immediate gratification. 
But with my eyes closed tightly, and lightly cov- 
ered with a pocket handkerchief, and hands folded 
restfuUy across my retired breast, I lay there on 
my back as gracefully as a genuine death sleeper, 
but not for twenty years sleeping, like " Rip Van 
Winkle," though I wished I could sleep on and with- 
out waking again into a life so troubled. I was 
tired of myself and of all humanity; tired seeing 
those daily crowds of human beings that always re- 
minded me of droves of cattle or any other beasts 
in a collected body; a constantly moving mass, jost- 
ling each other as they hurriedly passed on those 
business streets, rustling eagerly along, sputtering 
and bustling as if the world was running away and 
they were each trying to catch it, independent of 
one another, for a paying reward. 

Madame De Stael says, " Whoe'er feels deeply 
feels for all who live;" a great truth, doubtless, as it 
would require a deep feeling to feel for all who live, 
especially when mingling in a crowd where every 
mortal feels most feelingly that salvation depends 
upon self, which is the only true feeler of individual 
conditions and wants while in crowds that move on 
expectancy, each member with its own private emo- 
tions with which God alone can sympathize truly 
and change effectively into a purely heartfelt feeling 
for either himself or suflFering humanity, as an 
active well-spring of goodly sentiment could only 
feel justly for all, which is a depth of sensation and 
quantity of goodness contained not in any one hu- 
man form. 

And thus I was lying stretched on the lounge 
funereally, but far from being lifeless, yet wishing 
I was so, when my goodly landlady appeared be- 
fore me, saying: 

''I declare the presumption and imposition of 
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some people excel the power of reason and beat 
the very — but what's the matter with you, now ? " 

"Nothing much," I said, "I am only practicing 
for my final earth rite, that is all ; don't you think 
I will be a success?" 

*• You, you woman ! you will never succeed in any- 
thing, and do not deserve to, either. You're simply 
a number one fool, fooling, away time and golden 
opportunities; your youth alone prevents you from 
being the mother of all fools, and I am thoroughly 
disgusted with you," she replied, most emphatically. 

'' Thank you, ma'am, as it takes a wise person to 
make a fool, how full of wisdom I must be. I am 
very sorry I cannot return the compliment; but 
what's the matter with you, now ?" I asked my ex- 
citable hostess. 

" Well, I am another fool of an older and differ- 
ent making, that's all; just take that rag off your 
eyes and look at me, now, if you want to see the 
champion!" she replied with increased emphasis, 
while I tell you my latest adventure. You know 
our gentlemanly lodger " 

" No, ma'am, not our, if you please. I always 
told you he was one of those smilers who can ' smile 
and smile and be a villain still ;' but of course you 
knew better, and I'm glad you're beaten as you do 
not deserve " 

" Who's telling this story, I'd like to know, you or 
I ? but it's all the same," she said more passively, 
** as either fool will do; yet by the right of discovery 
as to a state of reality, allow me, please, to present 
my claim without further interruption. That very 
aristocratic and high-toned society swell-gentleman 
has actually gone and swindled me out of thirty 
dollars, and I declare right now I'll never trust a 
living human again ! Here I have been working 
like — no, not like — but a genuine idiot, cleaning and 
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keeping that room nice and comfortable every day 
for two long months, having perfect confidence in 
that creature, and now he has coolly taken up his 
baggage and departed, without so much as a thank 
you, ma'am,' for your services. I declare if it isn't 
enough to make one curse the whole of mankind ! 
Why, I feel the uttermost contempt for myself, to 
think I trusted that high-living, low-lived animal, 
who, only the other day, when I remarked to him, 
* the severest trial we have in life is to trust and be 
deceived,' replied to me with his assumed dignity 
and suavity: *You are, indeed, correct, madam; con- 
fidence and deception is our most trying game of 
life, and one engaged with free indulgment daily, by 
both man and woman, whose sufferings are alike equal ; 
yet woman, as weak as she is, generally gets the worst 
of it, winning more frequently, the cruel deceptive 
side, as the wise Thackeray says,*To be left by a woman 
is the deuce and all — ^but look how easy we leave 
'em.' Why, did you ever in your life see excelled 
the impudence of that man? who was even then, 
while talking so smoothly to me, smiling within 
himself as he saw my simple stupidity. Oh! I 
declare, woman is a mere embodiment of squeamish 
sickly sentiment, a soft and squashy substance, that 
a man can swell around and squeeze into nothing- 
ness. I declare the amount of toadying a woman 
will do round a man is too sickening a theme to 
mention. I hate woman, and myself for being one !" 
she exclaimed with the full spirit of ranterism. 

" Considering your late deal," I said, " with your 
very charming opposite, I should think you would 
feel more like exclaiming, I hate man ! for you know 
very well that a woman could not have served you 
so meanly, even were she thus disposed, as you 
would not have given her the opportunity. You 
would not have waited upon her as you did 
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upon hino, and you know it. Your view regarding 
toadyism, as practiced on men by women, is finely 
drawn, (or you excel in the art, and I am glad you 
have been cheated, as your lesson in toady actions, 
at the expense of thirty dollars, may prove a benefit 
to you in your future dealings with both man and 
woman. You are like the majority of women, you 
have a natural fondness for men that you will exer- 
cise and cultivate to the entire destruction of your 
own happiness and the balance of your sex. If 
women would be more considerate in their treatment 
of one another, mankind would be less animalish ; 
and I can say, like you, and most emphatically, too, 
that I hate women! but for the senseless, soulless 
feeling they actually possess for each other." 

" Well," she said, " it is the way our lives are made, 
and we can't re-make them, but there is no use 
screaming for squalls, and as you are not dead yet, 
you can pick yourself off that make-believe bier and 
come with me to dinner, you are an unfortunate 
woman, and you can just get up now and wtut upon 
yourself; for I can assure you I'll do no more toady- 
ing to either man or woman. I declare I am disgusted 
with the whole human family, as the very old devil 
is in the heart of all." 



CHAPTER XLIV. 



EN I was canvassing plaiting machines in 

Jroville, I was singularly fascinated by one 

if the private residences, with its pleasing 

surroundings and home-like retirement. It 

was a large, two-story, white frame house, plain and 

old-fashioned, with a balcony and porch usefully 

ornamenting the front, whidi faced through a rieJi 
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and varied veil of vine-matted verdure, a tropical 
pleasure p^arden, and a retiring portion of Mont- 
goraerj'^the principal street. 

The day was warm and bright, with a happily 
shining sun, cheering the winter earth and outward 
life into spring-like living, inspiring all with hope- 
fulness, while the frost-fretted wild birds reveled in 
songs of gladness, flitting from bough to bough and 
perching restfuUy on the lemon, orange, fig, almond, 
pomegranate and olive trees, with walnut, mulberry, 
peach, cherry, apricot, pear, plum, apple, and a forest 
of flowering trees and shrubs profusely grown in 
those fruitful beds. The cultured grounds were 
tastefully divided with convenient walks, the central 
one being broad and inviting from the street to the 
house door, and the one I passed over on that Feb- 
ruary day, a stranger and alone, into the home that 
charmed me. The lady I found l^^ing on a lounge in 
quite a helpless condition, from the effects of an ac- 
cident through an oversetting buggy. I explained 
the nature of my call without accepting a proffered 
seat, and to which she kindly responded : 

*' I am a cripple here, you see, and shall be for 
life, I fear, and having no girls in my family, I 
should have no use for a machine; but there are 
two ladies boarding with me, and who are now 
upstairs, and might perhaps patronize you. You 
can go right up by yourself and see what you can 
do with them." 

I went as directed and addressed the ladies, but 
without success other than a respectful hearing. Of 
course I thanked them all for their kindly attention, 
which is a little costless ceremony that comes as be- 
grudgingly from some people as money would from 
others in any charitable donation, and I always 
appreciated kind words wherever I would receive 
them, even without money, which I did not expect 
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that everybody could or would give me. I went out 
into tlie sunshine again, carrying with me mentally 
a picture of that afflicted woman, also of the garden 
and home, all of which I bore away with a peculiar 
and particular sensation, permanently impressed in 
my mind ; and my thoughts often went back, through 
my varied moves and wanderings, to that one private 
home in Oroville; which action I attributed to its 
very like resemblance to my own childhood home. 
And as I looked back upon the many charming 
features both inside and out of that retired dwell- 
ing, I saw only another proof that happiness is short- 
lived and rarely found where outward forms indicate 
it, and that on earth, as in Eden of old, the serpent 
rules and spoils, and spares no garden from its sub- 
tile trail of sorrow and sickness, sin and death. 

Before leaving the place, when in the garden 
again, I strolled around through its winding paths, 
listening to the sweet voices of the trilling birds and 
viewing the beauteous growths of nature, all of 
which seemed gladdened and swelling with renewed 
life by the healthful light of the warming sun. And 
while tarrying there alone, I wished I could remain 
in that place so pleasing ; and yet with it all there was 
a sorro^w there, most darkly shading its brightest hue 
as the kindly mother and mistress of that family and 
home had been cruelly crushed down into helpless- 
ness from an exceptionable form of health and vigor. 
I left the grounds reluctantly, but with a more rec- 
onciled feeling regarding my own state, as I thought 
of the crippled woman whom I was leaving behind 
me, lying so painfully in those torturing splints, 
which rendered her entirely self-immovable, and as 
I walked along so freely in the fresh air and sun- 
shine, I fully realized the real pleasures granted me, 
without which there are none else in life — that is, 
freedom and health. 
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I walked away through countless walks, curiously 
checkered, from that Oroville home and that often 
remembered scene of the pleasing forms and their 
sadly placed mistress, who had treated me so kindly 
with her true womanly words, which fastened them- 
selves in my memory, plainly showing me the mag- 
nanimous mind of a person who appeared to me 
then, as frequently since, and shown to me now, as 
one woman in a thousand, when meeting other and 
many women with diminutive minds so weak and 
small that would require microscopic aid to discover 
sense in them at all, and with a power of contracted 
littleness that is only excelled by the stronger souls 
of some men in the same exhibition of smallness. 

Lord Lytton most truthfully says: "It is not 
every woman's voice that is sweetest at home;" for 
it is there they practice most their tyrannical mean- 
ness, in the place of all places where sweetness 
should reign. In home, our one heaven and haven 
longed for by all, and yet a place usually most un- 
happily corrupted with inharmonious sounds and 
tones of discord, nonsensically cultivated into jarring 
voices, over destructive to music and harmony, the 
two necessary attributes for making a happy home. 

Bulwer says: "Oh, how near we should be to 
heaven could we live daily, hourly, in the presence 
of one the honesty of whose word we could never 
doubt, the authority of whose word we could never 
disobey !" A situation we might enjoy if each and 
every one would cultivate the art of pleasing and 
confine themselves to common sense and reason. 

" A rolling stone gathers no moss." So says the 
proverb, and with a truth I have observed more than 
one time since I departed from book selling, but, 
contrary to the wise saying, I could see no use for 
moss since I built it into beds' and houses when a 
child in my wild wood playing ground, where I 
lived, like the birds, in freedom, without board money 
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to pay. And I gathered then in quantities, from 
the still keeping stones so enriched with their store 
of moss, that paid me oft and well in real joy, which 
is most purely cast in a child's delight. But my 
moss desires and days were over, for it would avail 
me nothing towards supporting my life should I 
gather it by bushels, and so I kept rolling in search 
of something more needful, and singularly rolled 
into Oroville again, and into the very home dwelling 
I had most admired when a stranger there alone 
four years before, and through an invitation of that 
kindly and afflicted woman by whom I also had 
been charmed with her sweet and sad voice and real 
humane greeting. 

A singular coincidence, it seems to me, as I con- 
nect the links of this circumstantial chain, which 
began in Oakland and boldly landing and building 
the first queer link in that town of Oroville, where, 
after years of varied windings, it returned into the 
same village again, to be brought to this form in 
Oakland, the place from whence it started. 

One year ago I met and was introduced to the 
unfortunate lady of Oroville, with whom I became 
quite intimately acquainted, both happening as 
boarders in the same family, residing in San Fran- 
cisco. She invited me to spend the summer at her 
place, and I accepted the invitation, and where I re- 
mained to enjoy the efiect in reality of the extreme 
heat of summer I had heard so frequently about, 
and was agreeably surprised in the temperature of 
that midsummer air, which was, of coui-se, excep- 
tionably cool, beyond any experience or recollection 
of the oldest inhabitant. Yet there were a few days 
that I was obliged, for comfort, to assume an oppo- 
site garb to that of the Sandwich Islanders, which 
"Mark Twain" describes as "a pure wrapping of 
sunshine," and my clothing consisted of as purely a 
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jEorm of shade as that tree-sheltered residence could 
respectably afford me. 

It was) in the flowering month of June, when the 
garden was in its fullest bloom, with a carpet canopy 
and spread of various blossoms and flowers, when 
the linnets and orioles sang gleefully through the 
day, and the tree-frogs croaked communicatively, 
in couples and harmonically and chorally, in seren- 
ading bands at night; when the June bugs and the 
bees hummed busily during the sunlight, and the 
fire-flies and glow-worms . flashingly ornamented 
night's darkest robe; when the days were the hap- 
piest, with all nature in perfect life and the air 
most redolent with the sweetest perfumes^ — those 
from the original source of freshly-blown blooms; 
and when the "hammock swung loose at the sport 
of the wind," underneath the broad, sheltering 
branches and leaves of a cleanly shading fig-tree 
that welcomely shadowed the window and me, 
where I sat doing this wonderful history of mine, 
while my lady friend was visiting her usual sum- 
mer resort, away from the heat in a cooler clime. 

Being a creature of adverse circumstances, moved 
by the chilling and otherwise varied winds, I could 
only stop where they chose to land me. I am like 
the olden knight, who, pursued by an evil genius, 
sought a thousand roads for escape, yet always 
found himself at the spot from whence he started; 
and here I am in Oakland again, with the samb 
old spirit of desperation, which bids fairly to for- 
ever haunt me. And, coincidingly and hopefully, 
like the man who was so wondrous wise that he 
jumped into a bramble bush and scratched out both 
nis eyes, I am performing the same feat as he whom 
"Mother Goose" describes: — 

** And when he saw his eyes were out. 
With all his might and main, 
Be jumped into another bush 
And scratched them in again." 
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* 

Tes, I am like that veritable man, I put my eyes 
out by jumping into books (instead of brambles), 
and am going into another book now that will 
surely put them in again, as it would open the eyes 
of the blindest bat flying to see anything so purely 
simple and plain as this maturated and booked ver- 
dancy of mine. And as I look down upon some 
printed proof-sheets of its opening pages lying here 
before me, freshly cast from the tortured hands of 
the poor, poor printers whom I am slowly murder- 
ing as I write these words, I see now — which is 
invariably the case when entirely too late — the good 
I might have done and the lives I should have saved. 
And as I read over the queerly- wrought expressions, 
so fatally corrupting the purely virgin pages of clean 
unprinted paper, I wonder what sort of a being I 
am. I am not like, nor yet altogether unlike the 
renowned Miss Mary Abigail Dodge, aZias " Gail 
Hamilton," who describes herself as being, 

** Neither Man nor Woman; 
I am neither brate nor hnman; 
I am ft Ghonl!" 

I think I am a chance creature — curiously appear- 
ing and independent — ^like the toad-stool, growing 
its own umbrella. I am simply a mixture, with a 
smattering and few ingredients of all, and solely 
and surely a complete nondescript ; and that I have 
christened wrongly these effects of my indescribable 
brain, which should have borne the more dis- 
tinguished and appropriate title, " An Infernal 
Machine," that would have killed immediately the 
poor souls T am torturing. Yet it is not what I have 
done, but what I might have done, that troubles me 
most; and as Dickens says, *'I have yet to learn 
that a lesson of the purest good may not be drawn 
from the vilest evil." I have had a slight schooling 
with both good and evil teachers, and am none the 
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worse fitted for heaven than if I had been taught 
only by the godly angels of earth, who are so few 
and far between in acts of goodness. I should have 
suffered many times from pure want had the devils 
not lent me an helping hand on the long, long way 
dividing them. And if, as Pope says, " A necessary 
act incurs no blame," God will excuse my association 
and bless those who gave me assistance, which I 
received alike gladly from good and bad ; and if He 
don't do it, I do not want to see Him. 

I solicited from basements to garrets, and sold 
books in both, to rich and poor men, roughs and gen- 
tlemen ; and think I have climbed steps enough to 
land me in heavenland, and am just as far away from 
the goodly place, but not any farther, than when I 
first began my sad departure; for I received many 
good lessons, and some of the very best, from the 
roughest masters and when least expected. And 
although temptations and insults greeted me, I would 
also have received them if stationed behind any vil- 
lage or city store counter, in any permanent establish- 
ment. Aid I saw no reason why I should not or 
could not work in that capacity as well as men, and 
support myself, and respectably, too. And when 
any straggling man-shaped animal presumed upon 
my acquaintance, wanting to see mo at home whether 
or no, I rejected with the same plea, thouofh inwardly, 
as given by a wary father of a teasing Mills* Semin- 
ary daughter who wanted to accompany him on a 
pleasure trip to Oregon, when he replied: "Lord, 
Alice, I can catch the itch there without taking it 
with me." 

"Keep the outside clean, woman, if rotten to the 
core!" A private command I received from a wise 
superintendent of a public asylum wherein I was 
nurse, and which expression is in keeping with the 
whole inside world, that will destroy souls for the 
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soke of appearance. But if mother Shipton is cor- 
rect, this eventful year, 1881, will close us all out 
from our earthly lives and homes; and this ISfch 
day of the month of November tells me whlsper- 
ingty that the end h nigh. And as this book is all 
that's left me now, I hope to prove my title clear — 
though I have no diamonds — ^in that mansion in 
the akife'*, which I sincerely wish may be an open 
house tor all, with admission free, and without 
reserved seats, except for the most wearied, who 
deserve them— that ls, the poor printers. May the 
angels receive and treat them to their sweetest 
smiles, deserts and songs. 

And as the late illustrious Senator Conger would 
say, " This has been my experience, gentlemen." 
And like the noted and profound " Hezekier Bedott," 
I think also, and say, " We are all poor critters." 



